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RICHARD PLANTAGENET ;. a legendary Tale, | 


The duty of a patient ſubmiſſion to the deflinations of Pro< 
evidence in all wiciſſitudes and affiiftions of life, are ſtrongly 
znculcated in the following tale. The author has added a few 
notes to prove the aftual exiſtence of ſuch a perſon as Richard 
 Plantagenet, and the chief event of his life to have been itt< 
conteſtably certain. | 
6c HE work is done, the ſtructure is complete--« 
* Long may this produce of my humble toil 
« Un-injur'd ſtand, and echo long repeat, 
& Round the dear walls, benevolence and Moyle !”'* 


Sg. 


| # 8ir Thomas Moyle, poſſeſſor of Eaftwell-Place, in the county 
of Kent, in the year 1546, gave Richard Plantagenet (who for many 
VoL« IV, B : years 
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_ So Richard ſpake, as he ſurvey'd 
The dwelling he had rais'd ; 
And, in the fullneſs of his heart, 
His gen'rous patron prais*d. 
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Him Moyle o'erheard, whoſe wand'ring ſtep 
Chance guided had that way ;- 
The workman's mien he ey'd intent, 
Then earneſt thus did fay : | 


«© My mind, I ſee, miſgave me not, 
« My doubtings now are clear, 
« Thou oughteſt not, in poor attire, FX 
4 Have dwelt a menial here. ARE A 
& To drudgery, and ſervile toil, | Ke. 
& Thou couldſt not be decreed Ee 2 
© By birth and blood, but thereto wrought 
© By hard o'er-ruling need. | 


& Ts it not ſo? 'That crimſon glow, 
«« 'That fluſhes oer thy cheek, 

& And down-caſt eye, true anſwer give, 
& And thy tongue need not ſpeak, 


years had been h)s chief bricklayer) a piece of ground, and permiſ= 
fion to build himſelf a houſe thereon. The poem opens juſt when E- 
Richard is ſuppoſed to have finiſhed this taſk, Eaſtwell-Place hath 
fince bcen in the poſſeſſion of the earls of Winchelſea, 
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& Oft have I mark'd thee, when unſeen 
& Thou thought'it thyſelf by all, 

& What time the workman from his taſk 
+ The ev'ning bell did call ; 


& Haſt thou not ſhunn'd thy untaught mates, 
«* And to ſome ſecret nook, 

& With drooping gait, and muſing eye, 
«6 Thy lonely ſtep betook ? $ 
© There hath not thy attention dwelt 

2:7 0h Upon the letter'd page, 

& Loſt, as it ſeem'd to all beſide, 

« Like ſome ſequeſter'd ſage ? 


_ & And wouldſt thou not, with eager haſte, 
<> «© The precious volume hide, 
Z <« If ſudden ſome intruder's eye 

ts &« Thy muſings bath deſcried ? 


© Oft have I deem'd thou couldit explore 
& The Greek and Roman page, 
« And oft have yearn*d to view the themes 
« 'That did thy hours engage. 


© But ſorrow, greedy, grudging, coy, 
_ © Efteems of mighty price 
6 Its treaſur*d cares, and to the world 
«« 'The ſcantieft ſhare denies ; 
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© To him alone confin'd, 


bh _ painful ſecrecy, 


Give me to know thy dawn of life ; 
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All as the miſer's heaped hoards, 
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They ſerve, -at once, to ſoothe and pain 
<« The wretched owner's mind, 
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Me had capricious fortune doom'd 
« Thine equal in degree, 

Long, long ere now, I. had deſir'd 
6.0 know thine hiſtory ; 


But who their worldl y honours wear 
« With meekneſs chaſte and due, 


' Decline to aſk, leſt the requeſt 
«+ Should bear commandment*s hue, 


Yet now thy tongue hath ſpoke aloud 
«© Thy grateful piety, 
No longer be thy ſtory kept 


« Unfold, with vmple truth, 
Not to thy maſter, but thy friend, 
«« The promiſe of thy youth, 


Now late | in life, * tis time IT ween,. 

« To give thy labours o'er ; by 
Thy well-worn implements lay by © 
© And drudge and toil no more, 5k RI 


« Here 
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« Flere ſhalt thou find a quiet reſt, 
« For all thy days to come, 
© And every comfort, that may ſerve 
« Tendear thy humble home, 


& Haſt thou a wiſh, a hope to frame, 
« Beyond this neat abode ? 

© Is there a good, -a higher bliſs, 
«© By me may be beſtow'd ? 


' & Ts there within thine aged. breaſt 
&« The ſmalleſt aching void ? 
&« Give me to know thy longings all, 

* And ſee them all ſupply'd. | 


&« All I entreat, in lieu, is this, 

© Unfold, with ſimple truth, 
& Not to thy maſter, but thy friend, 
.*© The promiſe of thy youth.” 


So gen'rous Moyle intent beſpake 
The long-enduring man®, 

Who rais'd, at length, his drooping head, 
And, lighing, thus began, 


\ 


* The time of Richard's ſervice at Eattwell-Place was near 
| xty years, 


B3 Richard 
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Richard Plantagenet reciteth his Tale, 


HARD taſk to any, but thyſelf, to tell 
The ſtory of my birth and rreach'rous fate, 
Or paint the tumults in my breaſt that ſwell, | 
At recollection of my infant ſtate, 


Oft have I labour'd to forget my birth, 
And check'd remembrance, when, in cruel wiſe, 
From time's abyſs ſhe would the tale draw forth, 
And place my former ſelf before my eyes. 


Yet I complain not, tho' I feel anew, , 
All as I ſpeak, fell fortune's bitter ſpite, 

Who once ſet afluence, grandeur, in my view, 
Theo churliſh ſnatch'd them from my cheated ſight, 


And yet it may be---15---nay, mult be beſt, 


\Whate'er heav'n's righteous laws for man ordain ; 
Weak man! who lets one ſigh invade his breaſt, 
For earthly grandeur, fugitive as vain! 


| Perchance contentment had not been my mate, 


If in exalted life my feet had trod, 


' Or my hands borne, in tranlitory ſtate, 


The yicor's truncheon, or the ruler's rod, 
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| My courſe, perchance, had been one dazzling glare - 
Of ſplendid pride, and I in vain had ſought 

The quiet comforts of this humble ſphere, 
Reit undiſturb'd, and reaſon's tranquil thought, 


But whither roam 1? O! forgive, my kind, 
My honour'd Jord, this undeſign'd delay, 
Forgive, while in my new-awaken'd mind 


A thouſand vague ideas fondly play, 


Enough !--they're flown--and now my tongue preparee, 
Thou ſource of every good by me policſt, 
To pour a tale into thy wond'ring ears, 
Full * three-ſcore years cloſe lock'd within my vevalt, 


Of thoſe care-woven, long-protrafted years, 
- Some ſixtecn ſummers paſs'd obſcurely on, 
A ſtranger to the world, its hopes, and tears, 
My name, birih, fortunes, to myſelf unknown, 
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Plac'd in a rural, ſoft, ſerene retreat, 

With a deep-learn'd divine I held abode, 
Fe Who ſought, by pious laws and conduCt meet, 
= - The way to immortality. and God, 


* At the time of this relation, Richard is ſuppoſed to be nigh 
fourſcore years of age ; but he did not become acquainted with his | wo 


; own ſtory, :i11 he was near twenty ; probably, in his ſixteenth or 
b ſeventeenth year, 
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By him inſtrued, I attain'd the ſweet, 
The precious bleflings that from learning flow ; | 
He fann'd in'my.young breaſt the genial heat, 
Thar bids th” expanding mind with ardour glow, 


He tavght me with delighted eye to trace 
The comely beauties of the Mantuan page, 
Eoraptur'd mix with Tully's poliſh*d grace, 
| Or catch the flame of Homet's martial rage. 


| Nor ftopt he there, preceptor excellent, 
|  Nordeem'd that wiſdom lay in books alone, 
But would explain what moral virtue meant, 
And bid us make our neighbour's'woes our own, 


Heav'n's genuine pity gli ning in his eyes, 
The ſweets of charity he would inſtill, RISE ot 

And teach what blefſedneſs of comfort lies. 
In univerſal mercy and good-will, 


$0 taught this pious man, fo thought, ſo did, 
Squaring his ations to his tenets true 

His counſel or relief "to none deny'd, | 
A gen'ral good, like heav'n's all-chearing dew ! 
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Thus guided, thus inform'd, thus praQtice-drawn, 
In guileleſs peace my>ſpring of life was ſpent, 
My leiſure. hours I ſported o'er the lawn, 
Nor knew what reſtleſs care or ſorrow meant, 
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" A courteous ſtranger, ever and anon, 


My kind inſtrufor's due reward ſupply'd ; 
But ſtill my name, my birth, alike unknown, 
Wrapt in the gloom of —__ lay hid, 


One autumn-morn (the time I well recall) 


That ſtranger drew me from my ſoft retreat, 
And led my footſteps to a lofty hall, 
Where ſtate and ſplendor ſeem'd 59 hold their ſeat, 


_—_ Thro? a long range of ſpacious o11ded rooms. 


Dubious I paſs'd, admiring as I went, 
On the rich-woven labours of the looms, 
The ſculptur'd arch, or painted roof intent, 


My guide, at length, withdrew ; wrapt in ſuſpenſe 


And fear I ſtood, yet knew not what I fear'd ; 


| When ſtrait to my apall'd, aſtoundeg ſenſe 


A man of noble port and mien appear'd, 


His form commanded, nod his viſage aw 0; 
My ſpirit ſunk as be advanced nigh, 

With ſtately ſtep along the floor he trod, 
Fix'd on my face his penetrating eye, 


The dancing plumage o'er his front way'd high, 
Thick-ftudded ribs of gold adorn'd his veſt, 
In ſplendid folds his purple robe did ply, 
And royal emblems glitter'd on his breaſt, 


bl ſought 
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I fought to bend me, but my limbs refus'd | 
Their wonted office, motionleſs and chill ; 
Yer ſomewhet, asthe figure I perus'd, 
A dubious joy did in my mind inſtill, . 


While thus I cow'r'd beneath his piercing eye, 
He law, and ſtrove to mitigate my tear, 
Soft'ning the frown of harſh auſterity | 
Tn his bold brow, which nature grafted there. 


With ſpeeches kind he cheer'd my ſinking heart, 


Queſtion'd me much, and ſtroak*'d my drooping head; 


Yet his whole mind he ſeem'd not to impart, 
His looks implied more than his ſpeeches ſaid. 


A broider'd purſe, which weighty ſeem'd with gold, 
He gave me then, and kindly preſs'd my hand ; 

And thus awhile did ftay me in his hold, 
And on my face did meditating ftand, 


His ſoul work'd hugely, and his bofom ſwell'd, 

As though ſome mighty thing he yearn'd to ſay, 
But (with indigoant pride the thought repell'd) 

He ſtarted, frown'd, and ſnatch'd himſelf away, 


My guide return'd, and re-conduted me 
Tow'rd the abode ofs\my preceptor kind ; 

A man he ſcem'd of carriage mild and free, 
To whom I thought I might unload my mind, 


Without 
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Without reſerve I told him all:that paſs'd, 
Striving, by mine, his confidence to gain ; 
Then my enquiries frank before him caſt, 
Hoping ſome knowledge of myſelf U attain, 


T afk'd what wond'rous cauſe, yet undiſcry'd, 


Urg'd him his:time and zeal for me't? employ ; d6; 
And why that man of dignity and pride: 
Had deign'd his notice to a ftranger-boy, 


Conſus'd, yet undiſpleas'd, my guide appear'd, 
Novght he divulg'd (tho' much he ſeem'd to know), 
Save this, which he with earneſi look averr'd, 
6© No obligation, youth, to me you owe ; 


$ I do but what my'place and duty bid, 
& With me no kindred-drops of blood you ſhare, 
& Yet (hard to tell!) your birth muſt ſtill be hid ; 
* Enquire no farther—honour bids, forbear,” 


Thus he reprov?d, yet did it with a look, 
As tho' be pitied my ſenfations keen ; 
Patient I bow'd me to his mild rebuke, | 
And pledg'd obedience, with ſubmiſlive mien, 


He left me at'my tutor's ſoft abode, 
And parting bleſs*d me by the holy croſs ; 

My heart wax*d fad, as'he re-trac'd the road, 
Aud feem'd to' have ſuſtain'd: fome mighty loſs, 


But 
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But ſoon tumultuous thoughts began, give way, 
Lull'd by the voice of my preceptor ſage ; 
Unquiet boſoms' he could well allay, 
His looks could ſoften, and his words afſuage, 


Unruly care from him was far remov'd, | 

_ Grief's wildeſt murmurs at his breath: would ceaſe ; 

O! in his blameleſs life how well he prov'd | 
"The houſe of 'goodneſs is the houſe of peace ! 


Here I again enjoy'd my ſweet repoſe, 
_ And taught my heart, with pious wiſdom fill'd, 
No more with anxious throb to ſeek diſcloſe 
What ſtubborn fate had doom'd'to lie conceal'd. 


But long theſe fond deluſions did not laſt, 
Some ſterner pow*r my riſing life controul'd, 
My viſionary hopes too ſwiftly paſt, 
And left my proſpects, dreary, dark, and cold, 


| When rugged March o'er-rules the.growing year, 
Have we not ſeen the morn, with treach'rous ray, 
Shine out awhile, then inſtant diſappear, k 
And leave to damp and gloom the future day ? 


| So dawn'd my fate, and ſo deceiv'd my heart, 

| Nor wean'd me from my hopes, but cruel tore ; - 
1 In one unlook'd-for moment, -bade me part. 
| | Frem all my comforts, to return no more, 


My 
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My guide once more arriv'd, tho*, as of late, 
Of ſoft deportment he appear'd not now, 
' But wild impatience flutter'd in his gait, 
* And care and thought ſeem'd buſy on his brow, 


6 Riſe, youth,” he ſaid, © and mount this rapid ſteed"—— 
I argued not'; his bidding ſtrait was done; 
Proud-creſted was the.beaft, of warlike breed, 
Arm'd at all points, with rich capariſon, _ 


We commun'd not—ſuch heat was in our ſpeed, 
Scantly would it allow me pow'r of thought, 

Till eve, deep-painted with a burning red, 
To ® Botworth field our panting courſers brought, 


Who hath not heard of Boſworth's fatal plain, 
Where baſe advent'rers did in compatt joia 

*Gainft chiefs of proweſs high, and noble ſtrain, 
And low'r 'd the creſt of York's im perial line ? | 


Now verging on that memorable ground, 
Our courſe we ſtay*d—yet we alighted nots 
Fill'd with aſtoniſhment I gaz'd around, 
While in my glowipg breaſt my heart grew kot, 


Thick-ſtation'd tents, extended wide and far, 
To th” utmoſt ſtretch of fight could I behold, 
And banners flattring in the whiſtling air, 
Apnd archers trimly dight, and prancers bold, 


+ Boſworth, in Leiceſterſhirg, 
The 
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The ſinking ſun, kh richly-buraiſh'd glow, 
Now to his weſtern chamber. made retire, 
While pointed ſpears, quick-ſhifting to and fro, - 

Seem'd all as ſpiral flames of hotteſt fire. 


Promiſcuous voices fill'd the floating gale, 


The welkin echoed with the Reed's proud neigh 


'The bands oft turn'd and ey'd the weſtern vale, 
- Watching the cloſure of departing day, 


Light vaniſhed now apace, and twilight grey 
| With ſpeed unuſual mantled all the ground, 
The chieftains-to;their teats'had ta'en their way, 
And centinels thick-paſted watch'd around, 


| As ſable night advanced more and more, 


"The mingled voices lefſen'd by degrees, 
Sounding at length, as, round ſome craygy ſhore, 
| Decreaſing/imurmurs'of the ebbing ſeas. 


Now tow'rd the tents-awhile we journey'd on. 
With wary pace, then lighted on the.ground, 

Be-friended by the lars, that ſhimm'ring ſhone, 
And fires, that caſt a trembling gleam around, 


With haſty foot we preſs'd the dewy ſod, 

Fit anſwer making to-each ſtation'd guard ; 
When full before us, as we onward trod, 

A marial form our further progreſs barr'd, 
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He ſeem'd as tho' he there did liſt'ning ſtand, 

His face deep-muflled in his folded cloak ; 
Now threw it wide, ſnatch'd quick my dubtous hang, 
| And to a neighb'ring tent his ſpeed betook. 


With glowing crimſon the pavilion ſhone, 

Reflected by the lofty taper's ray, 

The poliſh'd armour,” bright and deft to don, 
Beſide the royal couch in order lay. 


The crown imperial glitter'd in mine CVE - 
With various gems magnificently grac'd, | 

Nigh which, as meant to guard 1ts dignity, 
A weighty curtelax unſheath'd was pla&'d, 


The chief unbonnetted, and drew me nigh, 
Wrapt in a deepen'd glvom his face appear'd, 

Like the dark low'rings of the clouded ſky, 
\Ere the 'big-burſting tempeR's voice is heard, 


Revenge, impatience, all that mads the ſoul, 

| All that deſpair and frenzy's flame inſpires, | 

 Shewn by the tapers, in his eyes 1d roll, 
Hot meteors they amid the lefſer fires, 


Tho? each dark line I could not truly ſcan, 

| Yet thro? the veil of his diflemper'd mica 

Broke forth a likeneſs of that lofty man, 
Whom, whilom, at the palace I had ſecs, 


To 


At length (in part ſabdu*d his troubled breaſt) 


| (þ pale and crembling as th' attentive prieſt, 


& With glorious ardour be thy boſom fraught, 
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To quell his feelings huge he ſternly try'd,. 

_ Strong combat bolding with his fighting ſoul, 

Crefting bimſelf with more than earthly pride, 
As tho' from pow'r ſupreme he ſcorn'd controul. 


On my impatient ear theſe accents broke, 


Who waits th* inſpirings of his myſtic oak !) 


e& Wonder no more why thou art hither brought, 
4 The ſecret of thy birth ſhall now be ſhewn ; 


« For know thou art 1mperial Richard's * ſon, | 


« Thy father I, who fold hogs in my arms, 
«© 'Thou royal iſſue of Plantagevert ! 4 
* Sooti as my pow'r hath quell'd theſe loud "SY 
*« Thou ſhalt'be known be honour'd, and be great. 
6 Riſe 


Ld Richard he Third. 
{ lt may not, perhaps, be eptbarable to ſome of our readers, 


if we ſubjoin the etymology of this 'name, which has been borne 


by ſeveral of our Engliſh kings. George Buck, Eſq. compiler of 
the Life of Richard the Third, in. Kennet's Hiſtory of England, 
fays, it rather ſhould be called, Plantageneſt, being derived from 


the two words, Planta Geneſta or Geniſta, that is, the plant Broom, 


Te was firſt given to Fulke, earl of Anjou, who lived an hundred _ 
years before the Norman conqueſt, He, having been guilty of ſome 
enormous crimes, was enjoined, by way of penance, to go to the 

— 


. 


EE TES Y. | 


& Riſe from the ground, and dry thy flowing tears, 
« To nature's dues be other hours affign'd! 

« Beſet with foes, ſolicitude, and cares, 

{© Far other thoughts muſt now poſleſs the mind, 


« To-morrow, + boy, I combat for my crown, 
« To ſhield from ſoil my dignity and fame : 

oy Preſumptuous Richmond & ſeeks to win r enown, 
«© And on my ruin raiſe his upſtart name ; 


© He leads yon ſhallow renegado band, 
& Strangers to war and hazardous emprize, 
* And *painſt the mighty chieftains of the land, 
« Vain and un{kill'd, a deſp'rate conflict tries, 


"iſ Tloly Land, and ſubmit to a ſevere caſtigation, He readily acqui-» 
4 eſced, dreſſed himſelf in lowly attire, and, as a mark of his humi- 
E lity, wore a piece of broom in his cap, of which virtue this plant 
= 1s a ſymbo!, in the hieroglyphick language ; and Virgil ſeems to 
== confirm it, by calling it humilis genifia, the humble broom, This 
*Y 3 expiation finiſhed, Fulke, in remembrance of it, adopted the title 
—_ of Piantageneſt, and lived many years in honour and happineſs, 
His deſcendants accordingly inherited the name ; and many ſucceſ- 
five nobles of the line of Anjou not only did the ſame, but even 


FF diftinguiſhed | themfelves by wearing a ſprig of broom in their 
E- bonnets, | 

I | y » . . | . . 

B41 + This decifive battle, which terminated the contentions between 
E the houſes of Lancaſter and York, was fought on Monday, Auguſt 
=_ 224, 1485. This interview, conſequently, was on the preceding 
_—_ ſabbath-night, 

3 | $ Henry earl of Richmond, afterwards king Henry VII. 

Vor, IV, > 6 Yet 
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6© Yet {ince aſſurance is not giv'n to man, 

© Nor can ev'n kings command th* event of war, 
Fe Since peeviſh cbance can foil the ſubtleſt plan 

6 Of human ſkill, and hurl our ſchemes in air, 


& To-morrow's ſun beholds me conqueror, | 
& Or ſecs me low among the ſlaughter'd lieg 
8 Richard ſhall never grace a victor's car, 
& But glorious win the field, or glorious die, 


6 But thou, my ſon, heed and obey my word ; 
«© Seek not to mingle in the wild affray : 

& Far from the winged ſhaft and gleaming {word, 
« Patient await the i1ſue of the day, 


$* North #* of our camp there ſtands a riſing mound, 
& (Thy guide awaits to lead thee on the way,) 
F#* Thence ſhalt thou rule the proſpe& wide around, 
« And view each chance, cach movement of the frays 


* The encampment and aQion were three miles diſtant from the 
town of Boſworth, and the place obtained the name cf Boſworth 
Field, from that memorable batt!le. Camden, in his account of 
Leiceſterſhire, ſays, ** The exa@ place is frequently more and more 
F* diſcovered by pieces of armour, weapors, and other warlike ac - 
6 coutrements, digged up; and eſpecially a great many arrow- 

| $6 heads were found there, of a long, large, and big proportion, far 
F greater than any now in uſe,” 


* lt 
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& Tf righteous fate to me the conqueſt yield, 

6 Then ſhall thy noble birth to all be known; 
&< Then bolcly ſeek the centre of the ficld, 

&« And 'midſt my laurelPd bands my ſon Ill own : 
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« But if blind chance, that feld? determines right, 
& Rob me at once of empire and renown, 
& Be ſure thy father's eyes are clos'd in night, 
& Life were diſgrace when chance had reft my crown. 
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 & No means are left thee then, but inſtant flight, 
& In dark concealment muſt thou veil thy head ; * 

«© On Richard's friends their felleft rage and ſpite 
&« His foes will wreak, and fear ev*a Richard dead, 


© Begone, my ſon! This one embrace ! Away ! 
«© Some ſhort refleions claims this awful night : 

« Fre from the caſt peep forth the glimm'ring day, 

_ «© My knights attend to arm me for the fight,” 

Once more I knelt, he claſp'd my lifted hands, 
Bleſs'd me, and ſeem'd to check a iruggling tear ; 

Then led me forth to follow his commands, 
O'erwhelm*d with tend'reſt grief, ſuſpence, and fear, 


| What need of more ? Who knows not the event. 
Of that dread day, that * deſp*rate- foughten field, 


* The whole continuance of this aCtion is ſaid to have been but 
two hours, during which the king's perſonal bravery was aſtoniſh- 


ingly great. | 
4: Where, 


os OD BALLADSE 


Where, with his wond'rous deeds and proweſs ſpent, 
By numbers over-pow*r'd, my fire was kill'd ! 


A Ton no more, what courſe was left to tread, 
To whom apply, or whither ſhould I wend ? 
| Back to my twor*s roof, by inflint led, 
My orphan footſteps did I penſive bend, 


O'er-ruling fate againſt my wiſhes wrought ; 
T hat pious man, ſnatch*d from this frail abode, 
Had found the blefling he ſo long had ſought, 
The way to Oy and God, 
With flowing eyes I left the ſacred Joor, | 
And with relying heart to heav'n did bend ; 
To God my ſupplication did I pour, 
To God, the mourner's beſt and ſureſt friend, 


That he would guide me to ſome ſafe retreat, 
Where daily toil my daily bread might earn, 
Where pious peace might ſaothe ambition's heat, 
And my taught heart ſublimer ardour learn, 


He heard me—All I aſk*l in thee was lent, 
Thou lib'ral proxy of my gracious God ! 
Thou paid*ſt my induſtry with rich content, 
And giv'it my weary age this ſoft abode, * 
The 
* Richard Plantagenet died | in December, 1550, (the fourth year 


of Edward the Sixth's reign,) aged 81; conſequently he enjoyed his 
| little 2 mfortable retreat barely four years; 
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The work is done, the flrufture is complete ———— 
Long may the produce of my humble toil 
Un-injur d land ! and echo long repeat, 
Round the dear walls, Benevolence and Moyle ! 


The following i is fti1l to be found i in the old regiſter of the Pariſh 
of Eaftwell, 
& Richard Plantagenef was buryed ha wt daye of December, 


1550,” 
This laſt piece of intelligence was tranſmitted to the editor by a 


very ſenſible and worthy clergyman now living, who kindly went from 
Wye to Eaſtwell, to collet as many circumſtances az he could, to 


confirm the authenticity of this ſingular ſtory, To the tranſcript of 
the regiſter he ſubjoined as follows : 

6 It is obſervable that in the old regiſter there } 1s UA ERP to the 
& name of every perſon of noble blood ſuch a mark as this, 
«\ _—, At the name of Richard Plantagenet there is the 
« ſame mark, (and it is the firſt that is ſo diſtinguiſhed,) only with 
© this difference, that there is a line run acrols it, thus A, 

& There is {till remaining in Eaſtwell park the ruin oi a build- 


© ing, which, they ſay, was his houſe; and a well near it, which, 


& to this day, is called Plantagenet's well. 

© There is alſo a tomb in the wall of Eaftwell hack: under 
«© which he is ſaid to be buried; 'but ic appears to me of much older 
& date,” | _ DT 

The editor of this poem holds it incumbent on him to return his 
moſt grateful thanks to the gentleman who ſent him theſe curious 
particulars, for the trouble he took, andthe politeneſs of his letter ; 
the whole of which he ſhould be proud to make public, together 
with the name, could he preſume ſuch a liberty to be warrantable, 

The editor conjeQures the line, which is mentioned: to run acroſs 
the mark of nobility, to be what is ftiled in heraldry the bar 7. of 
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Cq- The 


22 OLD. BALLADS. 


> 6 £8 Oi 7 1. cate. DS A A 
$1 6 OR Pl gs. - 1 Oe ID 8 
ts RT”) IS A I ua 
P34] Wn BE Og + ner nels” Ft : 
's LH. -- 


SE OY Pm on 
: EN Fa io IE. 
fo 3 e-nd it" _— SY 


WR. 25-5 Ss etc, 3x 
7 IS LS. FD 
ery ter rr Aa ES 
TIC Rob FOO on HICSS ww 


ET Oc 


11. 


The CAVE of MORAR, the Man of Sorrows. 
A legendary Tale. 
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In two Parts, 


By F. Tait, 
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The charafers in the following tale are not rendered con- 
| ſpicuous by the ſplendor of riches, or the empty glare of honorary 
titles, —The author is hopeful the flory he has told is not al- 
together unnatural ; becauſe, though he has taken the liberty of 
Placing in the laft century ſeveral incidents which banter 
in the preſent age, yet the ſorrows which compoſe the life of 
the hermit, are ſuch as he himſelf has once witneſſed ; for 
the birth of Morar, and the death of his parents, are almoſt 
literally copied from his own life, and the incident of Maria's 
death is taken from a very affecting ſeene of which he was 
an eye-witneſs : ſo that the circumſtance of Morar's becoming 
a hermit, and the diſcovery made at the end of the poem, 
are the only imaginary incidents in the ſecond part of it 3 
and for theſe the author can efer no apoleg Ye 
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” | Part Furſt, 


ERE, Emma, in this lonely grot, 
© Thy wearied limbs'awhile wo: 
© I go to meet yon warlike Scot, 
** Whoſe threat” ning horn ſo loudly views, 
| « Here 
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Here reſt with Mora r in his cell, 
«© Where wild ambition ne'er annoys 


For here content and virtue diwel}, 
& Far from the world's tumultuous joys. 
mp ,0 | 


Behold he comes from yonder rock, 

&« ] ſee him wending o'er the plain, 
Where the blythe ſhepherd feeds his flock, 
&© And ſweetly pours his artleſs ſtrain. 


His rev*rend age will guard thy charms, 
« With pleaſing tales he'll ſoothe thy ear, 
Whilſt, *mid the battle's loud alarms, 

& T boldly puſh my conquring ſpear. 


See in yon vale my troops await, , 
« Keen for the field, a choſen band, 
Who ne'er will ſeek a baſe retreat 

& While foes invade their native land, 


Aided by them, I'll ſoon return, 
« With conqueſt and with glory FEORE FR 


Then why theſe tears ? why doſt thou mourn ? 
** Why doſt thon dread the trumpet's ſound ? 


Such ſounds as theſe exalt the ſoul, 


« And fit my warriors for the field ; 
Then ſmile, my love, thy fears controul, 


* The bold intruders ſoon ſhall yield,” 


P* 
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« Go, Edgar, go,” fair Emma cried, 
& T know the valour of thy arm ;- 


_ & Go check yon haughty Scotſman's pride, 
« Whoſe trumpets give the loud alarm, 


& I know you never fear*'d a foe, 
« I know you never ſu'd for peace z 
© Then bravely ſtrike the *vengeful blow, 
© And let theſe bold incurſions ceaſe, — 


« Yet whilſt thov'rt abſent, ſhould a ſigh 

___ «© From Emma's anxious boſom ſteal, 
*« Or ſhould a tear fall from my eye, ? 

4 And tell too plainly what I feel: 


| ©& Can I that ſigh, that tear controul ?— 
«© AﬀeCtion prompts that tear to fall, 
« And grateful love, which fills my ſoul, 


© Inſpires that ſigh, and ſweetens all.” 


She ſpoke, brave Edgar ſeized his ſpear, 
And quickly join'd the troops below, 
Who march'd along, devoid of fear, 
To meet the faſt-advancing foe, 


With placid ſmile and ſober pace, 

Atlength old Morar reach'd his cell; 
Tho' melancholy mark'd his face, 

His breaſt no boiſ*rous paſſions ſwell. 


When 
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| When beauteous Emma cavpht his eye, 
What ſoft emotions filPd his breaſt! 
He ſympathis'd 1n every ſigh, 
And thus the lovely fair addreſt ; 


ce Fair Virgin, whither doſt thou tr ay, 
& Along this unfrequented road ; | 

* For ſcarce a pilgrim turns this way 
& To viſit me or my abode? 


« And what was he I lately ſaw, 

«© Who march'd ſo ſwiftly o'er the green, 
&« With manly looks, commanding awe, 

«© With ſtately port, and'\graceful mein?” — 


© Hermit,” ſhe ſaid, ** that gallant youth 

_ & ls Edgar, fam'd for martial deeds, 

«© Whoſe boſom glows with love of truth, es 
«© Whoſe friendly heart with pity bleeds _ 


«© Wilr thou attend while I impart | 
« By what ſtrange means he gain'd my love, 
&© And haw he won my grateful heart 
«+ Amid the ſhades of Mareſham's grove, 


© The tale to me is won@rous dear, 

© It brings my joys again to view”'— 

The hermit bow'd, well pleas'd to hear, 
And bid the maid her tale purſue, 
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' *% One day,” ſhe ſaid, << I tray'd along 
«© The flow'ry banks of Rona's flaod, 
& Tntent to hear the linnet's ſong, S 
© That echo'd from a neighbouring wood. eq 


ce The chearful ſhepherd tun'd his reed, 
| __ © "The ſportive flocks rejaic'd around,. 
& And from the flower-beſ, pangl'd mead. 
- & 1Iffu'd at once the pleaſing ſound, _ 


< Each rural object ſweetly ſmild, 
 & All nature wore the face of joy, 
© And long I roam'd 'mid profpets wild, 
«& Where Qrangers us'd not to. annoy, 


& But Ratcliffe's PIP who long had tried 

_ & To gain my youthful heart in vain, 

« Swift from the mountain's ſummit hied, 
«& And met me'on the lonely plain, 


& He warmly preſs'd me to be kind, 

_ « He told me many an artful tale, 

& By which he meant to taint my mind, 
© But all his arts could not prevail. 


« At laſt he caught me in his arms, 
«© And, ſtruggling, ſtrove to crown his flame— 
'« My cries proclaim'd my juſt alarms, 
4 And Edgar to my reſcue came, 
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c He heard my voice, he curs'd the ſwain, 
© In my defence his ſword he drew ; 

« But Edgar drew his ſword in vain, 57 
« For o'er the plains baſe Ratcliffe flew,— 


&« Yet Edgar ſwore he'd check his pride, 

« He ſwore he'd have a juſt revenge, 
« And oft wou'd watch on Noreham's fide, 
« Where worthleſs Ratcliffe us'd to range. 


© And ſwore, if &er he met the youth, _ 
« His baſe, his treacherous heart ſhould feel 
« The ſafe-guard of the ſoldier's truth, 
«© The point of his avenging ſteel.— 


& I thank'd him for his friendly aid, 

_ & [ lov'd him for his dauntleſs ſoul; 
« For while we ftray'd beneath the ſhade, 

« A tender-ſigh had often ſtole. 


© To Mareſham's hall we bent our way, 

__ «6 Where oft my honour'd fire reſorts, 
66 In calm content to paſs the day, 

_ «« Or ſhare the huntſman's manly ſports, 


« Edgar, at his requeſt remain'd _ 
<6 Three ſummer's days in Mareſham's vales ; 
_ « By feats of arms my fire he gain'd, 
© He won me by his attleſs tales, 


cs My 
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_ « My father bled the rifle: flame, 

« At Hymen's ſhrine. he yoin'd our hands 5 
 ©& And told the youth he'then might claim * 
« His wealth, his far-extended lands, 


« But Edgar, with expreſſive ſmile, 

« Refus'd the gift my fire deſign'd : 
© Be mine,” he ſaid, © the warrior's ſpoil, | 
« Be mine the joy thy foes to bind. 


«© When the rough Scots, with lawleſs might, 
. & Victorious often, threat the brave, 
'*46 In thy defence let Edgar fight, 

& A higher boon he ne'er ſhall crave, 


_ * My father granted his requeſt, 
_ & He prais'd him for his matchleſs zeal, 


_ & And warmly preſs'd him to his breaſt, © 


- 4 When he remoy'd from Mareſham's vale, 


44 Now in yon plain he meets the foe, 


. © _ & T hear the battle's dreadful ſound, - 


& Hark! bark ! the conqu'ring trumpets blow, 
- *© Edgar with glory now is crown'd, 


* Watch him, ye powers who rule above, 
_ + Shield bim from all impending harms 3 
6 Hear, hear the fervent prayers of love, 
& And bring him ſafe to Emma's arms,” — 


'« No, 
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% 


_ 8+ No, Emma, no, he'll n&er return,” 

(With faultring voice, a pilgrim ſaid) 

«© Unhappy fair, well may'ſ thou mourn, 
« For Edgar lies among the dead, 


«© Deſerted by his friends he fell, 

©«© And left with me this dread command, 
«© Go, pilgrim, go to Morar's cell, 

* And give this ſword to Emma's hand, 


(© Tell her, when pale diſtreſs ſhall ſeize, 
«© When ſhe demands relief in vain, 

«© This truſty blade will giye her eaſe, 

 & And quickly baniſh all her pain,” 


« Give me the ſword,” ſhe wildly aid, 

«© What comes from Edgar muſt be dear; 
+ Now let me try the truſty blade, 

6 I feel diſtreſs, but know not fear,” — 


She ſpoke, ſhe lifted up the ſteel, 

In vain old Morar caught her hand ; 
_ © Forbear,” ſhe cried, © the pains I feel 
* From Edgar's ſword relief demand,” 


With dread intent ſhe rais*'d her arm, 
But Edgar's ſelf reſtrain'd the blow ; 


© My love,” he cried, © what fears alarm ? 


{© I've overcome the boaſtful foe,” 
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Her lips grew pale, ſhe wildly gaz'd, 
And lifeleſs dropp'd upon the ground: 
But ſoon again her head ſhe rai-'d, 

Heav'd a deep figh, and look'd around. 


& And art thou till alive !” he ſaid, 

«© Do I fill preſs thee to my brealt ? 
&« Or art thou an illuſive ſhade, 

« Come to diſturb my promis'd reſt ? 


& A pilgrim told me thou wert ſlain, 
« Deſerted by thy faithleſs bands 5 
« He faid he left thee on the plain, 
& And brought from thee theſe dread commands : : 


'& When pale diſtreſs ſhall Emma ſeize, 

_ «© When ſhe demands relief in vain, :: 
 & This truſty blade will give her eaſe, 
© And quickly baniſh all her pain,” 


& What wretch !” he cried, © with lying tongue 
«© Told thee my brave aſſociates fled ? 
& For boldly they oppos'd the ſtreng, 
« And Scotland's choiceſt warriors bled, 


& Where is the wretch who iold my love 
* I fell ioÞlorious in the field ? 

5 On him this faithful arm ſhall prove, 
6 That Edgar never ſtoop'd to yield.” — 


Indignant, 
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Indignant, thus brave Edgar ſpoke, 
And caſt his fiery eyes around, 
When he beheld, behind a rock, 
The pilgrim ftretch'd upon the ground, 


His boſom glow'd with ruthleſs ire, 
For boiſt'rous paſſions rule the brave 
He ſeiz'd the wretch, whoſe mean attire, 
From threat'ned vengeance could not ſave, 
| v 
He plung'd a dagger in his breaſt, 
« Let this,” he cried, ** my rage ſuffice,”? 
When lo! the pilgrim ſhone confeſt | 
Old Ratcliffe*s ſon in baſe diſguiſe.— 


# Rdgar,” he ſaid, © *twas juſtly done, 
&« For long, too long, I've envied thee, 
& Becauſe that matchleſs maid you won, 


$ And gain'd her heart, who lighted me, 


&F* 
&« A ſpy inform*d me, that to-day 
&© You went to meet the warlike Scot, 
6 And left that helpleſs fair, to ſtay. 


© Till you return'd, at Morar's grot, 


* To Morar's grot I ſwiftly came, 

« For baſe-born paſſions filPd my mind ; 
6 But Morat's preſence check'd my aim, 

* And ſiopp'd the crime I firſt deſign'd, 
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« Then, full of guile, I told. the. tale, 
 & Which cre4lous Emma ſpon believ'd ; 
« With joy I ſaw my arts prevail, 

« And ſmil'd while Emma was deceiv'd. 


_ « But you reſtrain'd the fatal blow, 

4 And og my head thy vengeance fell; 

«6 Edgar, tho? long I've liv'd thy foe, NE 
__ 6 My partivg breath bids thee farewell, '— ' 


He ſpake ; he died ;—old Morar turn'd 
Where beauteous Emma hung her head : 
&© In death, he ſaid, be Ratclifle mourn'd, 

«© For vengeance ne'er purſues the dead. 

\ 

6 Unſeen in "Ig ſequeſter'd grot, 

« With decent rites his corie we'll lay, 
« Where all his crimes ſhall be forgot, 

« And ſoon become oblivion's prey. 


«« But ſee the ſober ſhades of eve 
« In clouds on clouds their glooms unite ; 
«+ Say, may an humble hermit crave, 
* You'd paſs with him th' approaching night ? 


«© The hermit's food ſhall be your fare, 

&« Freſh herbs colleed from the green, 
'* And oft, to baniſh gloomy care, 
$5 Some plealing tale ſhall intervene, 


* Perhaps - 
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© Perhaps the tale of Morar's woes 

& May force the friendly tear to ſwell, 
© Morar, who long has ſought repoſe 

© In the poor hermit's chearleſs cell, 


| & When morning dawns, you may proceed = 
« Where liberal fortune caſts your lot,” 
Conſenting Edgar bow'd his head, 
And led fair Emma to the grot, 


; | Part Second, 


NOW, when the ſimple feaſt was o'er, 
Contentment ſmil'd around the board, 

And freſh from nature*s bounteous ſtore; 
The ſage the cryſtal bev'rage pour'd. 


His gueſts enjoyed the ruſtic cheer, * 
Nor were their kindeſt thanks forgot, 

Till beauteous Emma begg'd to hear {T7 18 ; 
The mournful tale of Morar's lot, 


Vol, IV. | : D 6 My 
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&© My friends,” he ſaid, ** though rude my voice, 
« And moſt unfit to touch the heart, 


© With tales wrapt up in quaint diſguiſe, 
< Where modeſt nature yields to art : 


« Yet if a ſtory, fad though true, 
46 If real grief, which oft Pve ſhar'd, 
« Canclaim a tear as juſtly due, 
«© Yowll weep when Morar*s woes are heard. 


i. 


& Remote from cities liv'd a ſwain, 

©. Whoſe honeſt heart ne'er felt a care, 
« Till artleſs love, with pleaſing pain, 

« Told him that Anna's face was fair _ 


 & Told him that virtue filPd her mind, 
&« And heighten'd all her youthful charms ; 
- 6 Told him, perhaps ſhe'd ſoon prove kind, 
& And bade him woo her to his arms, 


& His ſuit was heard, ſhe bleſs'd his flame, 

* They ſoon were join'd in wedlock's bands g 
& And from theſe parents Morar came, 

«© Morar who-now your ear demands,— 


© Sweet flow'd their hours replete with joy ; 
* Such was their virtue, ſuch their ory 
6 'That envy?*s ſelf durſt not annoy, 


«« Nor ſcandal's tongue their lives reprove. 


OLD BALLADS. ET : 
© T was the objett of their care ; | 
© For foon they ftrove to warm my breaft , 
«© With virtue's flame, by fixing there I 
«© Precepts the ORE and the beſt, 4 
ec With what ſucceſs their toils were crown'd q 
$ Tr is not fit for me to boaſt, [ 
& Suffice it that they ſometimes views : 
_ &«& 'Their fond endeavours were not loſt,O 2 My 
© One fatal morn,—forgive this tear, F 
£6 For fad remembrance bids it fall, | ; 
& Nor think, though now a hermit here, mY 
« Such ſcenes I calmly can recall; ; 
&« One fatal morn, ſerene and gay, | 
© When ſummer's beauties charm'd the eye, | 
© My hapleſs fire refolv'd to firay 
« To a ſmall rural village nigh. : 


& Anna, he ſaid, farewell a while, 
«Be joyful till we meet again ;. 
& ]t chears my heart. to ſee thee ſmile, 
6 Then ſmile, nor let me aſk in vain, | 


& My friends expe me, I muſt go, 
* But I'll return before *tis night : 

&© Farewell, let pleaſures round thee flow'—- 
« He ſpoke, and vaniſh'd from her ſight, 
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&© With jocund tales he chear'd his friends, 
& His friends were pleas'd,' they laugh'd around 
<< But ſoon each earthly pleaſure ends, 
| 4 Nor are our joys ſubſtantial found. 


© For near, too near a towering pile, 

Bf ſome unſkilful artiſt rear'd, - 

<« My father ſtood with chearful ſmile, 
« It ſhook; it fell ; he diſappear'd, 


© Ere long his bleeding corſe was found, 

4. Each remedy was ſoon applied, £77 

«© But ah, in vain, the fatal wound,  {— 
© 'The feeble power of art defied. 


© Let thoſe whoſe tender hearts can ſhare 

_ «© The forrows which th* afflicted feel, 

& Let thoſe expreſs wy mother's are: 15: 5 
« And all her dreadful thoughts reveal ; 


«© When for that huſband, ever gay, - 

& Who, ſmiling, left her in the morn, 
« His corſe mov'd flowly on the way, 
4 By a few weeping friends upborne, 
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© Deſpair and anguiſh filld her ſoul; 

« Her words were wild and full of woe, 
« And many a figh unbidden ftole, 

« And-many a tear began to flow, 
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& Long, 
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« Long, long beneath oppreflive grief, 
«© Chearleſs ſhe paſs'd the lonely hour, 
«© Nor vainly hop'd to find relief, 
46 Nor ſought ſweet conſolation's pow'r. - 


* IT too forgot my joys a while, ip 
 & And weeping, ſaw my father's bier ; 
«© But trifling pleaſures ſoon beguile, 

& And ſoon dry up the childiſh tear, 
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 & Yet pale misfortune mark'd my lot 
« With other griefs, with other woes, 
© Which drove me to this ſilent grat, 
«© Where I at laſt enjoy repoſe, 
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_ & For ſoon as youth, with boaſtful glee, 
«© Begun his gay aſpiring reign, 
« (Twas mad ambirion prompted me) 
&« T raſhly left the peaceful plain, 


_* Amid the city's pompous noiſe, 
« A while I join'd the buſtling ring, 

** But ſoon I found theſe wiſh'd.for joys Þ 
« 'To me but few delights could bring. 


4 


* I ſtraight reſolv'd to quit the town, 
© 1 figh'd to tread the flowery dale, 

« Nor vainly hop'd to gain renown, * 
© Where baſeſt arts alone prevail, 


D 3 | _ GEPFarewell, 
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* Farewell, I ſaid, ye giddy ſcenes, - 

& Where vice with artifice is join'd, 
. 86 Where, leagu'd with folly, falſehood reigns, 
« And baneful flattery taints the mind, 


& A long farewell, I'll neer return, 
« Torural ſcenes I'll bend my way, 

' 8 Where honeſt breaſts with candour burn, 
« And virtue ſhines with pureſt ray, | 

& A weeping parent claims my care, 

' © To her with open arms ll fly, 

if In all her griefs Pl] fondly ſhare, 

 « And wipe the torrent from-her eye.” — 


fe Such were my hopes, but ah ! how vain 

 & The hopes which mortals often rear ! 

i For ſoon I reach'd the wiſh'd-for plain, 
4 And met, alas! my mother's bier, 


G& To the lone grave her head I bore, 
* And as laid her in the clay, 

6 I felt a pang unknown before, 
6 For there my father's aſhes lay, 


& *T'ywas ſad indeed, his bones I ſaw, 
:+:06..J fondly graſp*d them in theſe hands, 
6 I praſp'd, and felt that ſacred awe, 

| « Which ev'ry form of death demands, 


« My 
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« My brothers thea beſide me ſtood, 
&« I ſaw them, and I heav'd a ligh, 
« My liſters came in mournful mood, 
* 1 wip'd the tear that filld my eye, 


& Tn vain each friend afſiduous ſtrove 
« My plaintive murmurs to controul, 
& In vain they ſtrugel'd to remove 
© The pgriefs which harbour?d in my foul. 


& In vain compaſſion lent her aid, 
* Tn vain ſhe try'd each ſoothing art, 
_ © Ev'n reaſon's ſelf in vain effay'd 
& To baniſh woe from Morar's heart. - 


© But time, at laſt, to wonted eaſe 

« Reitor'd my long-afflited mind; 
« Apain 1 felt internal peace, 

« Again in feſtive mirth I join'd, | 


& I mingl'd with the rural ring, 
« Who gaily tript along the plain, 

© With ſprightly notes | touch'd the ſtring, 
© And all the virgins prais'd the ſtrain, 


_ *« Yet oft the ob of ſorrow ſtole, 

4. When faiihful mem'ry brought. to view 
© The griefs which lately filid my ſoul ; 

«© Sad ſcenes, which fancy often drew. — 


"ON _ « While 
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& While thus I join'd the mirthful throng, 
& Whoſe artleſs breaſts no cares pprrnn " 

& Maria chiefly claim'd my ſong; 

_ « She who could boaſt each matchleſs charm, 


« Fair was hn maid; and ſweet her air, th 
_«. With virtue's flame her breaſt was fir'd, 
& Where'er ſhe came, ſhe baniſh'd care, _ 
_ & Save that alone which love inſpir'd, 


& With ev'ry art the ſhepherds ſtrove 

« The ſmiles of ſuch a nymph to gain, | 
| & But Morar only ſhar'd her love, 
* Morar alone ſu'd not 1n vain, 


& For oft, beneath the woodland's gloom, 
« With her in converſe ſweet I've ſtray 'd, 
os Or thro! the meads, whoſe vernal bloom 
_ 6 Gay nature's faireſt ſcenes diſplay d. 


& Encovrag'd thus, I bade her name 

«© The bliſsful day when we ſhould j Join, 
$* To crown our long-expeCting flame, 
* And bend at Hymen's'holy ſhrine, 


© 'The day was nam'd, her fire agreed, 

« At Hymen's ſhrine we bent the kriee, 
& While ev'ry youth that trod the mead, 

E Approv'd my Choice, or oY me, 
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« The higheſt pleaſure now I found, 
6 I taſted each exalted joy, 

& And ſoon my faireſt hopes were crown'd 
« With a ſweet-ſmiling, lovely boy. 


5 Maria then with tranſport ſmil'd, 
© And oft her fire a wiſh expreſt, 
< That he might ſee his daughter's child, 
by And preſs her offspring to his breaſt, 


66 His with was heard, my love complied, 
«« And to her father fondly bore 


IM The ſmiling obje& of her pride, 


« His grandlire's blefling to implore, 


{ T. ſtaid behind, IT watch'd my flocks, 
« Nor were domeſtic cares forgot, 
© ] gather'd woodbine from the rocks, 
© And deck'd with flow'rs my humble cot : 


6 T thought Maria would approve 
«© 'The ornaments I thus prepar'd, 
8 I thought a tender look of love 
«© Would amply all my _ reward,— 


Ps Three days Maria bleſt hk lire, 


© And on the fourth, at dawn of morn, : 


© She ſignified a warm deſire | 
© To my poor cottage to return, 


4x 


«© Her 


« Her father granted her requeſt, 

+ My infant ſon was left behind, . 
| & Lock'd 1n the arms of balmy reſt, 
« Andtoa ſervant's:care conlign'd, 


< The good old man, with duteous love, _ 
«© His child conducted. on the way, 

© And by each fond endearment ſtrove 

ws To chear: her heart and make her gay — 


« In a deep glen my cottage ſNood, 

_ ©« Near which a river held its courſe : — 
« Tho? ceaſeleſs rains had ſwell'd the flood, - 

« And urg'd it on with threatful force ; 


| & Yet when they reach'd the further ſhore, - 
** The fage exclaim'd with chearful voice, 
_ & Our cares, my child, will ſoon be o'er, 
« And Morar too will ſoon rejoice. =, 
«« Our flow approach perbaps he blames, 
« I ſee him waiting on the mead, 
« What haſte a huſband's tranſport claims ! | 
«© He ſpoke, and onward puſh'd his ſeed, 


« They reach'd the middle of the ſtream, 
& It roar'd, ut foam'd, Maria fell ; 

& T heard a loud, a dreadful ſcream, 
* I knew the plaintive voice too well. 


6 Soon, 
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- 6 Soon, ſoon I reach'd the river's ſide, 
&« I ſaw Maria's floating corſe, 

«© While all in vain her father tried 
« To ſave her from the torrent's force, 


6 His feeble arm I ſaw him wave, 
«© Have mercy, heav'o, he faintly ſaid; 
« 'This, this muſt be Maria's grave, 
«« ] can no more !—then join*d the dead, 
*s 
«6 What pangs of ſorrow fill'd my ſoul, 
«« The feeling breaſt alone can know; 
6 For from my lips no murmur ſtole, 
'** My mind to eaſe, to tell my woe, 


& 'To ſave the bodies from the flood, 
« Long, long in vain I fondly ſtrove, 
* While the pale virgins weeping ſtood, 
* And mourn'd the fate of Morar's love, 


« At laſt I brought them to the ſhore, 
« 1 laid them in one friendly tomb, 

* And thus, when filent grief was o'er, 
«© Bewaild Maria's fatal doom; 


_ & Farewell, Maria, ever dear, | 

_** So late the ſource of Morar's joys, 
© Theſe joys which once I deem'd ſincere, 
«© Tho? adverſe fate my hopes deſtroys, 


6& Farewell, 
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_ 6 Farewell, my love ; though death divide, 


* Thy mem'ry ſhall be dear to me, 
& Till ſome propitious angel guide 
«« My wearied foul to heay'n and thee. 


& Farewell, ye ſcenes T loy'd ſo well, 
« Farewell, ye ſhepherds, ever gay, / 
« For in ſome lone ſequeſter'd cell, 


« Remote.from you, I'll paſs the day, 


5 Refletion there ſhall dart her beams, 


* In ſcenes from earthly cares remov'd, 


«+ And fancy oft ſhall fill my dreams, 
* With pictures of the wife -I lov'd, 


* My parents too demand a tear, 
« A tear aff:&ion bids me ove; 
5 Pl Jet it flow with grief ſincere, 
« 111 praiſe their virtues while I live, 
& No more, alas ! with heart-felt Joy, 
«« Such as a parent only knows, 
& Can I attend my lovely boy, 
«+ And in his ſmiles: forget my woes, 


& T cannot guard his childiſh years, 

' 46 That care, Maria, was thy own, 

«© Nor, when ambitious youth appears, 
_ «© Can I his tow'ring wiſhes crown, 


« But 
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« But Ive a kind, a faithful friend, 

«© Whole heart T've always found ſincere, 
_ « And to his love Pll recommend 

<< 'The deareſt obje& of my care, 


« He'll guard his youth, be'll form his mind, 
«« He'll teach him virtue's pureſt laws ; 

«© And like a parent, always kind, | 

_ «4 He'll give, when he deſerves, applauſe. — 


| © Such were my words, and ſoon I rov'd 

& To this ſequeſter*d mountain's fide ; , 
« I faw-this grot, I ſaw, I lov'd, 

« And here determin'd to rehde. L: 


«© 'The holy hermit's dreſs I choſe, 

« And oft I roam thro* yonder wood ; . 
« For well this garb becomes my wozs, 

© Theſe ſhades befriend a ſerious mood, — 


« Such is the life which I have liv'd ; 
«© My fate indeed has been ſevere; 

&« T've graſp'd at bliſs, and been decciv'd, 
<« I've nouriſh'd hope, and found deſpair, 


« But now theſe varying ſcenes are o'er, 
© Content and I together dwell, 

« While health ſits ſmiling at my door, 
© Andwvirtue*s ſelf protefts my cell, 


6s One 
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© One anxious wiſh intrudes alone, 

«And need I tel you what it is? 
6 I wiſh to ſee my darling fon, 

« And then ÞIl die in perfe& bliſs, 


«« But ah! that wiſh Fl ne'er obtain, 

« T've ſought him at his guardian's hands, | 
oc I've ſought him, but I ſought i in vain, 
_ « The youth has fled to other lands. 


#6 Now bow?d with age, I ſoon muſt fall, 
& Nor ſhall my Edwin ſee his fire, 
& 'Tho' mine and Alford's wiſhes all, 
«© Oft, oft from heav'n that boon require.” 


«« He ſees you now !” brave Edgar cried, 
« I am the ſon you've ſought ſo long ; 
« For Alford's care my wants ſupplied, 
« When firſt I join'd the youthful throng, 


& From him I learn'd the arts of peace, 
& He ſhew'd me nature's rural charms, 
* But I deſpis'd a life of eaſe, 
« And ſought the fame acquir'd by arms, 


ec I left his cot, I chang'd my name, 

"4.4 fought to ſave my native land, 

&- At laſt fair Emma bleſs'd my flame, 

« And crown'd my wiſhes with her hand,” 


& With 
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With wild ſurpriſe, the hermit heard, 
| And thus to heav'n addreſs'd a pray'r ﬀ— 
« Yes, yes, ye pow'rs, ye will reward 

© 'The man who triumphs over care, 


«© T thank, you for my ſorrows paſt, ' 
& T thank you for my preſent joy, 

« And while my days of trial laſt, 

| 4 Let me my voice in praife employ.” 


Then in his arms he fondly preſs*d 
The happy pair he lov'd fo well, 
* While many a tender look expreſs'd 
That heart-felt joy which nope can tell, 
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CORIN and OLINDA, a legendary Fales 


In three Parts, 3, 
By Richard Teades 


Part I. bh 


E WA R E, my fon, the luring bait. 

« Of avaricious gold!” + 
© On which unnumber'd torments waitg- 
'*© Thoſe torments yet untold. | 


_ & 'The ſelfiſh miſer's heart deſerves 
&« Tt's anguiſh and it's pain; 

_ & He een denies what life preſerves, 
« And murders all for gain, 


& Miſtaken man, to prize the droſs, 
« As worthleſs as the clay ; 

& Who gains, by gold, eternal loſs 
& Of virtue's purer ray. 


« But if my ſon would glide with eaſe | 
«© The world's moſt rugged road, 

«« Not gold that will each pang appeaſe, 
«4 But adds yato his load, 


— 
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& The ſafeſt guide that man can chuſe, 
& Is virtue, heayv*nly ſtay ; 


_ © For, join'd with friendſhip, It purſues. 
«© Tojoy the only way. 


49 


- a—-oy i v _—— - ww $; Io HE IT RIES —- 
- Lb wa SETS = oY. | iv | > 77 ER pu ght FORT 
We Os ates - —”—_ K=g 


- *y 
WO gta EY 
— ——— —— 


__ wel 33, 
5" ates L>20Y aro” 


ec Friendſhip untainted and ſincere, 

_ « A bleffing more divine; 

« Where heart the aching heart doth cheary 
© And ſoul with ſoul doth join. 
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« Let fools in affluence and power, 
« Make boaſt of many friends; 
* Droſs may buy flatt'ry for an hour, 
46 That gone, the friendſhip ends. 


& If love, the only ſource from whence 
« Th' exalted virtues ſpring, 
«* Doth once poſſeſs the heart, it thence 
« All thought of int'reſt flings. 


© The man who ſympathiſing ſheds 
«© The grief-condoling tear, 

« Is moſt our friend ; for what beſteds 
© The aid of Tens hare: ? 


* But thou, my Corin, fondeſt hope, 
© Art rais'd *bove abje& ſtate, 

* And haſt within thy little ſcope. 
«* Each bleſſing of the 'great. 


Vo, 1V, ; \E EE: « Let 
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©« Let not thoſe gifts revert the ule; fi 
«© And be to life a ſtaing oo oe 

© Man' s guard inclining to abuſe, | 
whe Of proves a dang*rous bane, 


0 6 There yet remains another care, 
«© The chief of all, my fon ; 

& Be cautious how you chuſe the fair, 
« And lewd allurements ſhun, 


* Think not in wanton love to find 
« Of purer flame the joys; | 
| « The guilt, that inward ſtrikes the mind, 
« It's ev*ry ſweet annoys: | * 


« And what the momentary bliſs 
<© That celibates do prove, 

4 Compar'd to all-ſufficient this, 

«© 'The joys of virtuous love? 


« But thou doſt not that caution need ; 42:20. 
« Superfluous and vain, 4 | ag; 
©& To one, who. choſe as love FEUeTY ; 
«© Love link d with wiſdom's chains £5 


© For who can boaſt a wife ſo fairy, 

6 So kind, ſo virtuous too? 
_ © Who with Olinda can compare? © 
« Except her Corin true,” | | 
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Thus much he ſaid, by tfuth inſpir'd, 
| And long experience taught; 

And then from this frail world retir'd,. 
And one more happy ſought, we 


As yet the trembling parting wh 
_ Hung hov'ring, loth to go, 
He bleſt them all, when calmeſt death, | 
 Reliev'd from worldly Woe, 


 Anend like this, is calm, ſerene, 
And free from guilty fear, 

| Beſpoke, that Corin's fire had been | 
A friend, a father dear, 


The virtue, which his heart adorn'd, 
In Corin's boſom ſhone ; _ 
| What the good father fr 'd, he ſeorn 'd, 
__ And what admir' d, he won. 


Now three ſhort years had paſt avay',__ 
In happieſt plenty paſt ; 

Inſenſible of time's decay, 
The mourner came at laſt, 


For who can count the many wiles 
Which wicked men invent ; 
Or who can ſee, through flatt* ring ſmiles, 
| The falſe one's ſad intent f 


E 2 | A diſtant 


In his had found a flaw. ol 


In court the cauſe awhile remain'd, 
Their ſeparate pleas were try'd ; a 1 
His foes the judges favour gain? 'd, 
His right was ſet aſide, g 


DejeRed now the pait beige 

From the once peaceful home; _ 

_ Whilſt each to each their fears i impart, 
Of ſorrows yet to come. | 


« But let us une, my only care, 
_ ©& My life, my love,” he ſaid, 
| _ «6 Give way to abſolute deſpair, 


© 'Tho' thus we've been betray'd. - 


« For yet a hope I have in ſtore, , 
« Amanda is our friend ; 
& She, pitying, will our loſs deplore, 
_ 4 And kind affiſtance lend. | 


| «© Tf not poſſeſt of large domain, 


_ «« We till our truth may keep; " 


&© Health and content will ſtill remain, 
«© But wherefore doſt thou weep? 
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Now rais'd afreſh ; for they of late TX 
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« Oh! do not weep for fortune loſt, 
__ « At beſt a trifling thing ; 
&©« That leaves, like buſy bees when croſt, 
| « Not honey but a fling, 


« Now to Amanda rl repair, 
| & Relate my tale of woes 
© And then returning to my fair, 


« All earthly cares SP 
"Ir, £26 Ed 


_'Part Two, 


FAR on a ſpacious cleatint fla 
The lofty manſion ſtood; 
It's gate, debarring pert and vain, 


Flew open to the good, 


 'Twas here young Corin ſought a friend, 
Alas! miſtaken youth : 

In her ſoft boſom dwelt a fiend, 
An enemy to truth, 


I'M 


$3 


Oh! 
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Oh ! how unſafe, how wretched ſure! . 

| Are thoſe who deviate _ 

From virtue's paths, divine and pure, 
And live in envious ſtate, - 


How doth ungovern'd appetite 
Them from themſelves depoy b- 
| How doth the fury, envy's ſpite, 
Deny them every joy ? 


She was by family ally'd, 
And held in high eſteem ; 
| Their mutval wiſhes once did glide 
In friendſhip's gies ſtream ; 


But fines the marriage of the pairs 
Herſelf much injur'd thought z 
Thus the once chearful, lovely fair 

In envy's ſngre was caught, 


This jealouſy within tbr breaſt | 
| She ſuffer'd to corrode; 
Nor ſought, with virtue, to moleſt 
The fiend, in his abode, 


The peace of others gave her pain, 

And caus'd an envious figh: = 

Of comfort ev'ry voice was vain, 
Except reyenge was nigh, 
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Oh! how unlike what once ſhe'd been, 
The prudent and the wiſe ; 

No more the dimpled ſmile was ſeen, 
Nor loye-inſpiring eyes, þ 


But in the gloom of diſcontent 
Unthinkingly betray'd, - 

To part the pair was'her intent, 
And countleſs ſchemes were laid, 


At ſight of Corin, thus forlorn, 
_ Her mantling malice glows, 
And envy's ſharp malignant thorn 
Encircled pity*s roſe. | 


« Afſfiſt me with thy friendly aid, 
__ «« Aﬀiſt my virtuous bride; 
« Aſſiſt my hapleſs fon,” he ſaid, 
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He ſaid, and gently figh'd.  - Os, 


«< Tho! late in fortune's/gilded'ray, 
 « Which none but fools adore, 
« ] paſt in plenty ev'ry day, 
« That plenty is no more,” 


As thus he ſaid, the mournful tear, 

| Ran trickling down'his cheek ; 

The voice was faint, that late was clear, 
| The tongue forgot to ſpeak. 
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« What 
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«& What reveliy bas thus reduc'd | 
©« 'The lord of all our plain? 

& What from his happineſs ſeduc'd 
«« Olinda's faithfubſwain ?' 


The youth replied, © It is not ſo, 
* Indeed you do me wrong, 

& To think the cauſe of. this'our woe. 
& Is wine, or feſtive ſong, 


at 
Koo, 


- © Not coſily feaſt, but frugal fare, 
« Our chearful board ſupply'd, 

6 Tho? mirth and innocency there | 
« Did wrinkled care deride, . 


« My land is to Amintor giv'n, tir am Ig 
« By law's unjuſt decree; _ peer, (0p; 6d 
«& Whilſt I to ſeek ſupport am driy? n, 
+ And ſeek it here of thee,” 


Her heart was deaf to ev'ry pray'r 
That miſery could ſay; 

Pity no more held empire there, | 
Nor love his beav'nly ſway, _ © a 


She paus'd, he wept; but what avail'd 
Thoſe floods of heart-felt grief ! 

Malice o'er mercy ſoon prevail'd, 

And thus ſhe tends relief, 


- 
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« If- chan wouldſt now my favour gain, 
 6«© My fortune, and my all, 

«© Divorce thy wife, and then in vain 
66 The ſtorm of fate ſhall fall, ' 


« Then will I place thee high above 
_ «© What malice can deviſe ; 
«© And love and mirth,” and mirth and love, 
6 In endleſs turns ſhall riſe, 


be Whilt ſhe, the worſt of all her ſex, 
« From thee thus put away, 

4« No more Amanda's heart ſhall vex, 
6 But mingſs with the clay,” 


« Muft ſhe,” ber faithful Corin rav'd, 
& Tn bitter anguiſh lie ! 


 _ &« Oh! gracious heav'n ! let her be ſay? 


« And TI content will die ; 


© And know, proud fair, I do deſpiſe, 
_ © The joys that fortune brings ; 

«* Know, I my lov'd Olinda prize, 

_ & Above ſuch paltry things. 


« If this muſt be the.price of :joy, 
| 8 Thy fortune thou mayſt keep ; 
$ Sooner than loſe my Wis my boy, 
6s Oh | let me ever weep ! 
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«6 Nor 
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« Nor joy, nor mirth, my heart _ know, | 
« But when they happy are 3 FR 


To them, by heav'n ordain'd, T owe 
mu A huſband? b, BLer's Carer” Ke HFTOH > 


When than Amanda had perceiv'd 


Her richeſt profters ſpurn'd, 563 Suda tr 


Her heart (by envy Rill deceiv'd) as Fat 015 IPO 


With indignation burn'd, ' TIES 410403 SIS4D41S 


As thro' the heav'ns atrial path 


_ Fantaſtic hghtaing flies, - TREE $2Þ ty #\F#IEF YY © '1 $CLOR 
| So ſwift her new-rous%d vengeful wrath ' if. 310i 
Darts dreadful from her eyes. C2 OEOLD Gia | 


« Can he, hs plung” d'in deep! difirefs, 4 
* Difliain all-powerful PE 27s 
&« And will his heart ne'er pride poſſels, = 
< But till to virtue hold ? © 


« Then rouſe, my foul, this love diſclaim, 
< To give juſt vengeance room; "© 
« And lead, fince he rejects thy flame, 
** The icorner | to his doom. 


« Yet mercy calls, Oh! bear her nott | 
« $aith pride, with ſhriller ſound, 
£© Let the fond pair in priſon rot, 
' * And you revenge haye found, 


vb 


2-20 


FY 


OED) BALL ADs 2 


6 It ſhall be ſo ; and now my mind 
__ «© Will ever be at peace; 

$© Within the priſon's cell confin'd, 
6 T think their joy muſt ceaſe,” . 


Her heart exults, as but in thought - 
"The dreadful ſcheme the plann'd ; 

Whilſt Corin his Olinda fought, 
She gave the dire command, 
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© OH! Corin, leave me to my care, 
& Thy true Olin&a leave; 

& I will not aſk thy joy to ſhare, 

6 Tndeed I will not grieve, 


6 For here within this awful cell, 

&* In famine's reach you ſtay, 
* When thou might> now in plenty dwell, 
4 By putting me away,” 


Thus 
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Thus ſhe propos'd, when riſing fear 
| Forbad her more to ſpeak; 
Fre he return'd, the ſtarting tear 
_  Bedew'd her lovely cheek. 


© Think not thy Corin ever means - 

- &. Alone thoſe joys to prove; 

« Or poverty's moſt ſcanty ſcenes 
« Will enervate his love, _ 


& Weep not ; for know, thy huſband here, 
__« Within this priſon pent, | 
'©* Doth till enjoy, whilſt thou art nears 

Rt happy calm content, 


© Unknown in VIDES" $ wildy maze, 
© Tn vain we care condole ; 

© The tear of grief, or fortune's blaze, 
« Alike may reach the goal. 


© True happineſs is not config 4 
« To temporal purſuits ; | 

<« Tt is content, content of mind, . 
« And in the heart it roots. 


_ 66 Content, and reſignation pure 
« To heav'ns almighty will, 
© The ills of fortune can endure, 
« And make us happy Mill,” 
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By truth's exbilarating ray, OY 
'Thus Corin chears his wife ; 


« And what avails,” he oft would ſay, 
«© The luxuries of life ? 


_ & When greateſt plenty crowns his board, _ 

#46 What is the glutton's bliſs? | 
« Or when the miſer views his hoard, 

© What is his joy to this? 


<6 How vain the Bacchanalian ſong, 
© Roar'd o'er a flowing bowl! 

& Will ſuch exceſs our joys prolong ? 
«6 Or eaſe a troubled ſoul ?” 


Whene'er Olinda feem'd depreſt, 

| Conſoling, thus he ſtrove, 
Whilſt each alike their child careſt, 
| Sweet pledge of wedded love. 


A youth unknown, one ſummer's morn, 
At Corin's cell attends ; vÞ 
A lovely ſmile his cheeks adorn, 
A ſmile that joy portends, 


 ©« No more,” he ſaid, © the tear ſhall flow, 
© You now have nouyght to dread 3 
&* Amanda, once your direſt foe, | 
« Lics number'd with the dead. 


-—* Anill, 


& A will, ſome time ago ſhe wrote,:. 

«© Th? cfiate to Damon leaves, . 
(Who now relides:4n climes oivuary 
« And thus your hope deceives. 


6 'This will I have to Corin brought, 
 & [bring it as a friend; | 


- Deſtroy" d, her malice turns to nought, 
__{« Audall your troubles end ov 


' 8 And doſt thou think, unmanner'd boy, 
| « That I this at applaud ? ? 


*& Know, Corin-ſcorns the guilty j joy. 
«« Of villainy and fraud. | 


& Tho” by a long continuance here - 
66 Our little ſtore is ſpent, 
5 'Tho” hunger, thirſt, and death, appear, 
_ & Yer virtue gives content... 


6 In virtue's pureſt paths I've trod, 
« As well as mortals may ; | 
* Nor ſpurn'd afflition's bitter rod, 
« Nor ſcann'd almighty ſway. 


« Stay, wand'ring tongue, for death is neary. 
«« Self-praiſe becomes thee not ; 

+6 Yet will I ever truth reyere, 

* It muſt not be forgot... 
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&© And thou, miſguided; friendly titted alt Oy 
_« Whoſe pity wildly: roſe _-. 1; +... res Þ -0* 
_ « Beyond the pious bounds of ruth, og 
«© To ſave me from my woesg. 


« Tf din Corin dar'd preſume, | 
«< One favour he would CIAVC, $4 1 - F ES NC 
« With virtue, pity reaſſume, INT S 
< And theſe from ruin fave.” .;, _ 
< Oh! heav'n, my ſupplication hear,” 
The weeping ſtranger cries; - 
« Grant, I may ever hold them dear, als 
« Their virtue ever Prize, | Rd eons 3; onda oh 


«© That mercy, hh ] once poſleſt,, 
« Reneweth in my heartz _ 
« 'That friendſhip, - which I 1 ne profeſs, 
« Shall joy to all impart.” 


As thus he ſpoke, exceſs of woe. _ nt EH | 3Y 
His borrow'd form betray'd 5  - (-. 

"T'was heav'n that did ordain it ſo, _ 
Amanda's ſelf, that pray'd, 


<« Oh Corin! raiſe thy languid head, | 
« And pardon wretched me, 
« Whoſe heart has been by pride miſled, _ ME Ta 
. © Whoſe pride has rum'd thee. FRET Y : 
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« But now no more my envy lives, 

< 1 come to make thee bleſt” 
\ Olinda's tender heart miſgives, 
She faints on Corin's breaſt. 


00 Oh bring me . aid,” Amanda a cry d, 

' And qukelily 1 it arrives 3z—8|oeoy 

The pow'r of med'cine ſoon was TINY 
The fainting pair revives. 


In tears, the now again entreats_ 
'That mercy, undeſerv'd, 


| From one, who Rue" her ge greets, oY 


As arch it ne'er had ſwerv'd, 


Thus at at length they gain, 
Tho!” long in woe they dwelt : 

In perfect pleaſure, after'pain, + 
What extalies we felt ' CEA RS 


By this we learn, tho' virtue may | 
- _ Awhile be overthrown, 
To glory ſure it leads the way, 
To glory and renown, ; 


And tho', by REPES fowwne innocence 
Be for a time ſuppreſl, _ 

| Yet, keeping truth for it's defence, 

At laſt oy heavy? a tis bleſt, 


EDWIN 
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IV. 


EDWIN and ELTRUDA; a legendary Tale, 


By Miſs Helen Williams, 


Along their moſly bed, 
Cloſe by the river's verdant fide, 
_ Acaſlle rear'd its head, 


"The ancient pile, by time eras'd, 

| And levell'd with the ground, 

Once many a ſculptur'd trophy grac'd, 
And banners way'd around. 


There liv'd a chief, to fame well known, 

_ A warlike, virtuous knight, 

Who many a well-fought field had won 
By valour and by might. 


What time in martial pomp he led 
His choſen gallant train, 
The foe, that erſt had conquer, fled, 
Indignant fled the plain, 


Yet TV. F 


HERE the clear Derwent's waters glide 
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Yet milder virtues he poſleſt, 
More gentle paſſions felt; 
And in his calm and yielding breaſt 

Each ſoft affection dwelt. 


Not all the rugged toils of war 
| His boſom e'er could ſteel ; 
He felt for every child of care, 
His heart was apt to-feel. 


And much that buart was doom'd to bear, 
And many a grief to prove; | 
To feel the fulneſs of deſpair, 
The woes of hopeleſs love + 


To loſe the partner of. his breaſt, 
Who ſooth'd each rifing care, AW 
And with mild efforts charm'd to reſt 
 'The grietfs ſhe ſought to ſhare, | 


He mark'd the chilling damps of death | 
__ Oferſpread her fading: charms 3 
He ſaw her yield' her quiv'ring breath, 
And ſink 1n death's cold arms, 


From ſolitude he hop'd relief, 
And this lone manſion ſought, 
To cheriſh there his ſacred grief, 
| And nurſe the tender thought, . 
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Here, obje& of his fondeſt cares, 
An infant daughter ſmil'd; | 

' And oft the mourner's falling tears 

Bedew'd his Emma's child ! 4 


Theſe tears, as o'er the babe he bong, 7; 
| Would tremble in his eye, hy 
| While bleſſings, faulrring on his tongue, 
Were breath'd but 1 ina _ 


For many a ſad revolving year 

_ His hopeleſs griefs endure ; 

For ah ! a ſorrow ſo ſevere 
"Tis death alone can cure. 


Yet time can ſoften the deep wound 
It has not power to heal; 

And in his child he thought he found 
His much-lov'd Emma ſtill, Fn 


I his Eltruda's gentle breaſt 
His griefs he could repoſe ; 
With each endearing virtue" bleft, 
She ſoften'd all his woes, ; 


"Twas eaſy in her look to trace 
An emblem of her mind: _ 

There dwelt each mild attraRive grace, 
Each gentle charm combin'd, 
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Soft 
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Soft as the dews of morn ariſe, ? 
And on the pale flower gleam, 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet her melting eyes 
With love and pity beam. 


_ As far retir'd the lonely flower 
_ Smiles in the defart vale, 
And blooms its balmy ſweets to pour 
Upon the flying gale ; 


_ Soliv'd in ſolitude unſeen 
This lovely, peerleſs maid ; 
So ſweetly grac'd the vernal ſcene, 
And blofſom'd in the ſhade. | 


Yet love could pierce the lone receſs, 
| For there he loves to dwell; 
| He fcorns the noiſy croud to bleſs, 
And ſeeks the lowly cell, 


There only his reſiſtleſs dart 
In all its power is known ; 
His empire ſways each willing heart ; 
They live to loye alone. 


Edwin, of every grace poſleſt, 
| Firſt taught her heart to prove 
Thar gentleſt paſſion of the breaſt, 
To feel the power of loye. 
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Tho' few the paſtures he poſleſt, 
Tho' ſcanty was his ſtore, 
Tho? wealth ne'er ſwell'd his hoarded cheſt, 
Edwin could boaſt of more ! 


Edwin could boaſt the liberal mind, 
© The gen'rous, ample heart ; 

And every virtue heav'n inclin'd 
To bounty can impart, 


The maxims of this ſervile age, 

'The mean, the ſelfiſh care, 
The ſordid views that now engage 
The mercenary pair, 


Whom riches can unite or part, 
To them were all unknown; 

For then the ſympathetic heart 
Was link'd by love alone. 


They little knew that wealth had power 

— To make the conſtant rove ; 

They little knew the ſplendid dower 
Could add a bliſs to love, 


They little knew the human breaſt 
| _ Could pant for ſordid ere; 

Or, of a faithful heart poſſeſt, 
Could ever wiſh for more, 
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And tho? her peerleſs beauty warms | 
His heart to love inclin'd, - 
| Not leſs he felt the laſting charms, 
The beauties of her mind, 


Not leſs his gentle ſoul approv'd 
The virtues glowing there; 
For ſurely virtue, to. be loy'd, 
Needs only to appear. 


'The fiveets of dear domeſtic bliſs - 
Each circling hour beguil'd ; 

And meek-ey*'d hope, and inward peace, 
On the lone manſion ſmil'd, 


Off ver the daiſy-ſprinkled mead 
| They wander'd far away, 
Some lambkin to the fold- to lead, 

That haply chanc'd to ſtray. 


Her heart, where pity lov'd to dwell, 
| With ſadneſs oft was wrung ; 
| Np For the bruis'd inſe& as it fell, 
: Her ſoft tear trembling bung, 


| As roving o'er the flow'ry waſte, 
A ſigh would heave her breaſt, 
The while her gentle hand replac'd 
7 The linnet's falling neſt. 
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Then 
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Then would ſhe ſeek the vernal bow, 
And haſte with tender care 

To nurſe ſome pale declining flow*r, 
Some op ning bloſſom rear, 


And oft with eager ſteps ſhe flies 
To chear the lonely cot, 
Where the poor widow pours her ſighs, 
And wails her hapleſs lot, 


"Their weeping mother's trembling knees 
Her liſping infants claſp; 

| Their meek imploring look ſhe ſees, 

She feels their tender graſp, 


Wild throbs her aching boſom ſwell ; 
They mark the burſting ſigh— 
(Nature has form'd the ſoul to feel) 

They weep, unknowing why, 


Her hands the lib'ral boon impart, 
And much her tear avails 

To ſooth the mourner's burſting heart, 
_ Where row utterance fails, 


_ On the pale cheek where hung the tear | 
Of agonizing woe, 

dhe bids the guſh of joy rife there, 
The tear of rapture flow, | 


F 4 If 
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| Peace, long condemn'd. the world-to/ roam, + 


T he youthful poet's ſoothing dream 


'The muſes? fond ideal theme, |. ins = NEE b;.oati5 


But vainly here we hope that bliſs 


1f greater plenty toimpart 3s 1 
| She &er would heav'n implore, 1 
"Twas only that her ample hearg-: Lfegnd mr 6. an 
Still panted to do more. 1 ont! 


Thus ſoft the gliding-maments' flew, "ey 
(Tho? love would court their flay,), 


While ſome new virtue roſe to. view, 


And mark'd each fleeting day. 1 + 


Like the poor wand"ring dove, oo 
Here ſoftly-reſting found a+ home, ,;- | nod 04 
And wifh'd no more to rove,} - 


F $ 
Of golden ages paſt, jv ow hd nent net F 


Was realiz'd at laſt. 


_ Joy ſprings amid-encircling cares | 1... 


To breaſts where virtue ddd Ik | 'Y 
For virtue, in this vale of tears,,'. 1 | HT 
A paradiſe beſtows, 


= % ” 
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Unchavging will endure ;. 
Ab, in a world ſo vain as this, 
| What heart can reſt ſecure? 
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For now aroſe the death- fraught day, 
For civil diſcord fam'd, 
When York from Lancaſter's on Gay 


The royal ſceptre claim?d, 


The paſſing moments now were fraught 
With deſolating rage; 

And now the bloody deeds were wivighe.: 
That ſwell ih' hiſtoric page. 


The good old Albert vows again 
To ſeek the hoſtile field ;. 

The cauſe of Henry to maintain, 
The ſpear for him. to wield, 


But oh, a thouſand ſacred ties + 
'That bind the hero's ſoul, 

A thouſand tender claims ariſe, 
| And Edwin's breaſt controul, 


And link the youth to. Henry $ foer— 
| But ah, it rends his heart 

The aged Albert to oppoſe, 

And hear an adyerſe part, 


"Tho? paſſion pleads in Henry's cauſe, _ 
And Edwin's heart, would ſway, _ 
Yet honour's. ſtern imperious; laws 
"The brave will {till obey, 
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Oppreſs'd with many a mingled care, 
Full oft Eltruda fight'd, = 

And mourn'd the rugged brow of war 
Should thoſe ſhe lov'd divide 


At length the fatal morn-aroſe, pers Y 
In gloomy vapours dreſt ; 
_ The penſive maiden's ſorrow flows, 
| And pale fear heay'd her breaſt. 


A thouſand pangs the father feels, | 
| A thouſand tender fears; lies 
While at bis feet ſhe trembling kneels, *þ 
And bathes them with her tears. +: 241 


A falling drop bedew'd his'cheek, © 
From the ſad ſcene he flew ; 56655 FS0E-L 
The tender father could not m_— 
He could not ſay—adieul 


PX CE » AP HO <8, of get} ch" es toe vo au i Sy rr arr hte cs Br re PIO ro OS. ni bm 7, ES 


Then Edwin, hapleſs Edwin dikes 4 
He ſaw her pallid look, | 
And tremblings ſeize her tender frame, 
- While thus he fault'ring ſpoke: © -- 18% 
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« This cruel tenderneſs but wounds". Y 
« The heart it means to-bleſs :'' 7 
| «© Thoſe falling tears; thoſe plkintive __ 
| | « Jncreaſe the ſoft diſtreſs! = 


 - 3: | | os Then 


& Then be to wretched Edwin kind, 
«© Nor mourn, dear tender maid” 
| At length, on Edwin's breaſt reclin'd, 
 Eltruda faintly faid ; 


6&6 Tf fate relentleſs has decreed, 
«© On yonder hoſtile plain, _ 
« My Edwin's deſtin'd heart to and... 
« And ſwell the bags of flain ; rl 


6 Truſt me, my One Pl not complain, . 
« Tl ſhed no feeble tear ; 


4+ Not one weak drop my cheek hall Rain, 
© Or tell what paſſes here! 


© Ah, let thy fate of others claim 
«© A tear, a tender ſigh ; 
__ * Pl only murmur thy dear name— 
«© Call on wy love—and die,” 


'Twere vain for feeble words to tell _ 
| The pangs their boſoms prov'd ; 

They only can conceive it well, 

| Whoſe hearts have trembling lov'd, 


The timid muſe forbears to ſay 

| What laurels Edwin won; 

Nor paints the gallant deeds that day 
| By aged Albert done, 


On 
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On ſofter themes alone ſhe dwells, 
| As trembling thro' the grove, F-c9M 
_ Of friendſhip's woes ſhe ſadd'ning tells, 
Or ſings of hapleſs love, 


Tho' long the beaming. day/was fled, 


The fight they till maintain, 
While night a deeper horror ſhed 
O'er the enſanguin'd plain, 


| The martial trump invades the ear, 
And drowns the orphan's'cry : DB 
No more the widow's ſhriek they hear, 
The love-lorn virgin's figh! 


The pangs thoſe dear-bought laurels yield, 


 _ , Alas, what tongue can ſpeak ? 
Perchance not one that ſtrews the field 
But leaves ſome heart to break, 


To Albert's breaſt the faulſhion flew--= 
He felt a mortal wound ; 

'The drops that warm'd his heart bedew 
And tain the flinty ground, 


The foe who aim'd the deadly dart, 

Heard his expiring ſighs; 
| Soft pity touch'd his yielding heart, 
To Albert ftraight he flies— - 


While 
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While round the chief his arm he caſt, 
While oft his boſom fgh'd, 


And ſeem'd as if it mourn'd the paſt— 
Old Albert faintly cry'd: | 


' & Tho? nature heaves theſe feeble groans, 
__ & Without complaint I die; 

« Yet one dear care my heart ſtill owns, 
« Still feels one tender tie. 


« For York a youth well known to fame 
« Uplifts the hoſtile ſpear ; | 


_ « FEdwin's the blooming hero's name, 


© To Albert's boſom dear: 


_ « Ah, tell him my expiring figh, 
_ «© Say my laſt words beſought 
© To my deſpairing child to fly, 
© Ere fame the dings brought,” 


He ſpoke ;—but oh, what mournful ſtrain 
In ſadneſs apt to melt, 
What moving numbers can explain 
The pangs that Edwin felt! 


For Edwin *twas himſelf that held _ 

The dying warrior preſt _ 
(Whom the dark ſhades of night conceal'd) 
Cloſe to his throbbing breaſt, 


© Ah, 
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« Ah, fly” (he cry'd)"«& wy touch 6 nooarnhd 
«© Oh how the reſt impart?” 

& *'Twas Edwin plang*d=rever'd old man 
* The dagger in thy NTT 


His tying eyes he feebly ris, 
Which ſeem'd for ever clo#'d 3 

Oa the pale yourh' they piceous . 60a , 
And then 41n | death repos'd. 


#11 go” (the hapleſs Edwin ſaid) 
& And breathe a laſt adieu; 


* And with the drops deſpair will thed, 


© My mourning love betlew. 


%* ]'ll go the tender maid'to ſeek, 


«© To catch the burſting ſigh, 
* 'To wipe the tear from her pale cheek, 
5 And at her feet to die.” 


And as the tender maid to ſeek 
The frantic mourner flew, 


. To wipe the tear front her pale cheek, 


And breathe a laſt adievu, 


Appall'd his — fancy ſees 
His true love's ſorrows flow, 


| And hears in every paſling breeze 


The plaintive ſounds of woe, 


Ul 
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Mean while the weeping maid, whoſe prayers 


In vain would hear n implore, 
Of Albert's fate deſpairing hears, 
But yet had heard no' more. 


She ſaw her much-lov'd Edwin near— 
She ſaw, and piteous figh'd ; 

The fight chill'd'every falling tear— | 
At length ſhe faintly ery'd: Þ 


« Rternal woes this keng muſt pores 
© ts tendereſt ties are broke : 
« Ah ſay, what" ruthleſs arm, my love, 
_ «« Could aim the deadly ſtroke? 


« Could not thy hand, my Edwin, thine, | 
«© Have warded off the blow 2 

« For, ah, he was not only mine, 
«© He was thy father too !”* 


No longer Edwin could endure © 
The pangs no ſtrains can tell ; 
From death he fondly hop'd a cure, 

As ſenſeleſs, cold he fell. 


She flew—ſhe gave her ſorrows vent— 
A thouſand tears ſhe pour'd ; 
Her mournful voice; her moving plaint, 
| The youth to life reſtor'd, 


79 


« Why 
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"- Why wildly throbs each hivtciog vein pf: 


(She cry'd) © my Edwin, ſpeak—- 
«* Or, all unable to ſuſtain  , | 
& Theſe pangs, my heal break.” 


& Yeg—it will break,” (he frantic avid 7 
<< For me will life religg= 
* Then trembling .know thy father died, - 


4. And know the guilt was mine.” , 


= &@ Tt is enough !”—with ſhort quick — 


Exclaim'd the mournful maid ; 


She ſpoke no more, but ſeem'd. from death, 


To hope for inſtant pid. ihe ed: mis 


But lo! a penſive, filent traiu Rep IEO 
With downcaſt looks: appear 3. + 


Who Albert's pallid corſeſuſtaio,.., ... -- 


Plac'd on a fable bier., 


For hapleſs Edwin fondly. thought 
It might ſome comfort yield, 


If good old Albert's corſe-were brought | 
F rom off the blood- ſtaig'd field. 


He thought 'twould ſoothe Eltruda's Soak 
O'er the dear hallow'd. urn . 


Which Albert's ſacred duſt contains, | 


Awhile ber griets to mourn, 


oo 


But 


- 


But ab, all frantic at the ſipbt, 

A hurried glance ſhe threw ; 
| Then farting wild with pale affright, 
That hurried glance withdrew. 


Trembling ſhe ruſh'd, and in her arms. 
The dear remains ſhe preſt; 
But ſudden paleneſs veil'd her charms 
So late in beauty drefit. 


in plaintive accents Edwin cries,” 
« And have I murder'd thee ?— 

© 'To other worlds thy ſpirit flies, 
&© And mine this ſtroke ſhall free.” 


| His hand the death=fraught weapon graſp d, 
The ſteel he firmly preſt, 
When ſudden ſhe aroſe, and claſp*d 


Him wildly to her breaſt, 


© Methought” (ſhe ery'd with panting breath) 


+ My Edwin talk'd of peace; 
© I knew 'twas only found in death, 
i And fear'd that ſad releaſe. 


* I claſp him ſtlll-Scwas but a dream— 
** Help yon wide wound to cloſe, 

** From which a father's ſpirits ſiream, 
go father? s life-blood home: 
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«© But ſee, from thee he ſhrinks! nor would 
«« Be blaſted by thy touch— : 

«* Ah, tho' my Edwin ſpilt thy blood, 
© Yet once he lov'd thee much, 


«& My father, yet in pity ſtay ! 

& I ſee his white beard wave— 
& A ſpirit beckons him away, 

« And points to yon cold grave. 


_ « Fen now, my love, I trembling hear 
© Him breathe a laſt adieu ! 

<« I ſee, my love, the falling tear 
©< His furrow?'d cheek bedew ! 


© IT feel within his aged arms 
« His poor Eltruda preſt : 

& I hear him ſpeak the fond alarms 
© That wring a parent's breaſt, 


& He's gone!—and here his aſhes ſleep; 
« I do not heave a figh= 
« His child a father does not weep, 
« Forg ab, my brain is dry ! 


& But come, together let us rove 
* At the pale hour of night, 


'£ When the moon, glimm'ring thro? the grove, 


5+ Shall ſhed her fainteſt light, 


O'L D BALL ADS. 


_ « We'll gather from the roſy bow?r 
«© The faireſt wreaths that bloom ;_ 

« We'll cull, my love, each op'ning flow'r, 
« To deck his hallow'd tomb, _ 


© Well thither from the diſtant dale 
«6 A weeping willow bear; 
« And plant a lily of the vale, 
_« A drooping lily there! 


_« We'll ſhun the glating face of day, 
« Eternal filence keep ; 

© Thro* the dark wood we'll chearleſs ſtray, 
<« And only hve to weep. 


« But hark !—tis come—the fatal time, 
«© When, Edwin, we mutt part ! 

_ « Some angel tells me 'tis a crime . 

&« To hold thee to my heart, 


© My father's ſpirit hovers near; 
© Alas, he comes to chide== 
® Is there no means, my Edwin dear, 
© This fatal deed to hide? 


« None, none—for whereſoe'er we go, 
& Lo, fireams of blood proceed 3 

* And ſhould the torrent ceaſe to flow, 
* Yet ſtill our hearts would bleed, 
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« Qur hearts the ſecret would betray, 
6& 'The tale of death reveal 
& Angels would come in dread array, 


By The NRuny deed to tell. 


68 Yet, Edwin, if th* offence be eaves 
« 'Too ſoon I can forgive ; 

' & But, oh, the guilt would all be mine, 

« Could I endure to live. 


£© Farewell, my love !—for, ah, I faint; 
© Of pale deſpair I die— | 

& And ſee that hoary murder'd ſaint 
« Deſcends from yon blue ſky !_ 


44.P 


| © Poor, weak old man !—he comes, my love, 


| 4. To lead to heav'n the way 
* He knows not heav'n will joyleſs prove, 
_ «{ While Edwin is away,” 


| « Ttis too much!” (he frantic cry'd) © 
Then to his boſom preſt We 

The dying maid, who piteous ſigh'd— 
And ſunk 1o endleſs reſt, 


He ſaw her dying eye-lids cloſe, 
He heard her lateſt figh, 

And yer no tear of anguiſh flows 
| Faſt ſtreaming from his eye, 


For 
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For, ab, the fulneſs of deſpair, 

The pang of high-wrought woe, 
Admits no ſilent trembling tear, 
No lenient drop to flow, 


He feels within his ſhivering veins 

A mortal chilneſs riſe ; | 
Her pallid corſe he feebly ſtraing— 
And on her boſom dies ! 


* % %* % ® % #® 


No longer may their hapleſs lot- 

The mournful muſe engage ; 

She wipes away the tears that blot. 
The melancholy page. 


For heav'n in love diſſolves the ties 
That chain the ſpirit here ; 

And diſtant far for ever flies 

The bleſſing held moſt dear; 


| 'To bid the ſufPrer's ſoul aſpire 
A higher bliſs to prove ; | 
To wake the pure, refid'd defire, 
The hope that reſts above! 
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BISHOP THURSTAN, and the KING of 8COTS, 
A Ballad. 


Now firſt printed. 


A. D. 1137. Soon after Stephen's departure for Nor. 
mandy, the King of Scots entered England in a hoflile man- 
ner. —— Stephen's government was at this time in n0 con- 
dition to have reſiſted the invaſion, and nothing could have 
\ broke the /'orm, but the wenerable Thurflan (archbiſhop of 
York) working upon *the picty of king David, Though 
this prelate was now wery old, yet he prevailed with David 
and his ſon to meet him at Roxburgh, a caſtle lying near 
the frontiers of both the kingdoms ; where his remonſtrances 
had ſuch an effeft, that the Scottiſh Princes generouſly put 
 @ flop to hoſtilities, till Stephen fhould return to England, 
| and he once more applied to for a definitive anſaver cons 
cerning the inveſliture of Northumberland. 
GvrTur1E, book 5th, page 467. 


5 \HR O? the fayre countrie of Tiviotdale, 
& Kyng David marched forthe; | 

Kyng David and hys princelye ſonne, . 

T he heroes of the northe, 


OLD BALLADS. 


And holye Thurſtan fro' merrye Carlyle, 
In haſte hys waye dothe winde ; 

| With manye a crofle-bearer going before, 

And manye a knighte tbe rapes 


And manye did bleſſe that holye byſhopp, 
As evermore they maye ; 

For welle they knewe 'twas for holye peace 
That hee dyd wend that maye. 


And at the caſtyl of PR. Roxburghe 
The kyng and byſhop drewe neare, 
| Their bornes reſoundyng o'er the hylls, 
Their banners ſhyning farre, 


_ «4 Now welcom, welcom, holye Thurſtan, 
«© Righte welcom. unto mee, 
« And ever it cheares mee, ſoothe to faye, 
6 Soe holye a man to ſee.” 
o | 
«© No kyng is welcom unto mee, 
& Nor for hym wyll I praye, 
© Who comes to ravage a helpleſs lande, 
 «& When its kyng is farre awaye.” 


Oh then beſpake kyng David, 
And full of wroth ſpake hee : 


* Nowe I ſweare by the roode, th' Engliſh kynge 


* Hath evermore injur'd mee. 
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«6 Fro? 
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 ** Fro' my ſonne hee keepes th? inveſtiture - 

«© O' Northumberlande, hys ryghte ; 

« And ever Pl harrowe that unjuſte kynge, 
« By Chriſte 1n heav'n bys wyghte,” 


| Oh then beſpake the holye Thurſtan, 
And tull of woe ſpake hee : 


* Oh Chriſte, thy kyngdom of heav' Tp bly, 
66 Alafle * when fall wee ſec ? 


be For heare on earthe is noughte but ſinne, 

«© {Pen kyngs for pryde doe ill; 

« And when they with each other warre, 
«+ The poore folke's bloode mull ſpill, 


$* What hath the huſbandman done wrong, 

«© That yee mult ſpoile hys grayne ? * 
| $*£ And what the-poore wydoiwe, and what the chylde, 
«© That they muſte alle bee ſlayne. 


$ And what is the ſymple mayde to "In 
& To bee made of luſte the preye :_ 

$ And what the lowelye village prieſte, 
* That yee (oe ofte doe {laye ? 


s Ah! tyrante kyngs, ſhall not the Lorde 
* Revenge the poore diſtreſte ; 

$5 The ſimple ſwayne, the helpleſſe mayde, 
$f The wydowe, and the pricſte ? 


ff And 
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| « And when the doleful daye of doome 
« Sall calle yee fro? the grave ; 

«© Fro? the crying bloode of thoſe innocents, 
«© What, ns fall yee ſave? 


<« Thynke yee that Chriſte, (whoſe genty! laweg 
«© Aye breathe ſoe mylde a ſtrayne,) 

+ Thynke you that Chriſte (of mercye kynge) 
« Wyll free you fro the payne? 87 


tt Did hee not dye alle on the roode, 
« And alle for the love of man ? 

« And wyll hee then ſave theyr guiltye ſoules, 
* Who fo mavye men have yſlane ? 


4 Farre ſooner, oh kyng ! weukle I laye in myre, 
« 'Than ſyt upon a throne 

_ * Far ſooner, oh kynye ! woulde I beg my breade, 
& Than weare a golden Crowne, 


&« For fall not the judge of alle doe ryghte, 
«© At the doleful doome's daye? 
 & Then what wyll avayl your crownes and thrones, 
_ *& And your flates and courtiers gaye ? 


© Nowe thynke thee well, oh mortal kyng ! 
+ And thy proude miſdeedes bemoane ; 

f* Oh thynke what wyll ſave thy hapleſs ſoule, 
# When thy pompe (all alle bee gone, 


«4 Nax 
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* Nor fineye that almes wyll fave thy ſoule, 

© Tho?” bounteous they bee givn ; | 
6 Nor the rearing of abbies, alle riche endow'de, 

«« Wyll carrye iu ſoule to > bean: i. 

« Fulle welle I knowe the craving monkes 
_ «&* Have manye a one beguil'd ; 
4 And ofte, when a man's layde on hys deathe bed, 
w They robbe the ty and chylde. 


6 But rouze thy PE OE oh noble kyng! 
& Nor heed the cloyſter'd drone ;_ 
& For nothyng ther is a man can doe, . 
6 For bloodeſhedd fall attone : | 


« Save the meryts of hym, who for our ſynnes 
* Dy'd on the precious roode ; 

 f Andever the cryme that moſt hee hates, 

_ «6 Iz ſheddyng of man's bloode.” 

All woebegone then ſpoke the kynge, 

And the teares ran fro' hys eyne : 

4 Andever I thanke thee, holye Thurſtan, 
« For thy counſayle ſoe dyvyne. 


bf But heav'n doth knowe that, from my hearte, 
46 I hate ta kylle and llaye ; 
# And ever I bynder my men at armes, 

# As evermore I maye : 
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& And fayne woulde I fave the peaſante ſwayne, 
&© And the wydowe poore diſtreſte : 

« And the helplefſe mayde and ſymple ets 
oo Aud cke the lowelye prieſte, FEY 


Oh FEI beſpake prince Henrye brave ; 
As he ſtoode by the kynge ; N 
6 Father, I knowe thy conſcience cleare 
« As water fro' the ſpryng. 


« Andif, in avenging of our wronges, 

«« Full manye a one is flayne, 
6 ' And the bloodye warrioure doth greate ſpoyle, 
* Art thou, goode kyog, to blame ?” : 


i© Too baſlye prynce,” the byſhopp cry A, 

 « 'To ravage is a ſhame 

© And when the warriours doe greate ſpoyle, 
«© Theyr prynce 1s alle to blame, 


© Why not goe meete your royal foe, 
«© Like men in open fielde ; 

& And if he wyll not righte your wrongs, 
© Then take to ſworde and ſhielde ? 


& And not, when our kyng is farre awaye, 
+6 To ravage the countrie oer 3 

© To murder the weake and the innocente, 

 & And cryellye ſpoyle the poore, * 


Oh 
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toro, 7.a0e* 


© vx te-> 3 - j 


. ab, a, 
WA BEE, ? Y 


, bo 8 : 
L- Ao y = -— . Par » nachos Shel > wm . ” 
£ p—- 5 EO us EE... ap 6h (Sad , BR CY ES at- aw. SS — _ > = A -- Fa _, + - Ws 2.4) a Ped - Fx TA 4 => A - 
; . = —_—_ — rn went pages inn org ne nr nt con gay gms — - . _ 
2 . . && » - F: pee - - k UT” Carina ER SR oY 2 ASTDESIIE 5 as on 7h _ Wh. ape nm n hel ene tne <oe - J Ws - LS 2; <5 22 4 ” = E: "Iv" Su PEI. oe 4 
oe. AIR ab Ine” "eat I tt 0 YR Pry nap _ ts a rn 1 > nt ne eb re "ES OS 2 + Cuacxtit Aa or” 46h Mes Gs < x Sa fro xs = rr rr AC CI =” : - = <SN Te ne ge = —_— n—— - ws — DE LOOT: oO 

= "pgfFehr.,. 5 ak. "Fa. P R 4 D IS oa. oo peSheWne 4 <s oor, 3. _ ES Q 4 ws. "<2 wo - Ants, C X RS - thy _ R> a 7 —=- "JE 22 IVES Ea Ar PIES LET 

dS. Y rR_ bt CER 3 es 9 Fr ares * Ip 5 4 Y _ LEES % = r- FRRXFDYY Prnppchs _ —m—_— ——_—_ _ ——_ — ———— wn : - i m——_— —ng bs — 
- - COS 5 = me EI I = inert — _ - - ach og > ects CI II  e et  ea rpe Se ERC aan Roto andreas ot 
4-1 . wa _ . mote bg A ego? y.. - x3 RR POS Sen FI ine es rey nar ee EA b 27 9 wg _ — a - n—_ 
l : b whe . *-, Gn mt ey eo PR ne, A pg y IIS ws £4. — -. _—_— " EE IIS _—_ md ET Tip $4094 VIEW CEGITY 
G | G __ ; >—4 GC RS _—_— ws Rm ISIIC EYE ED 2 ot I IRE a "NOGEIrD OO NR TI ot T. « ty ee pat Op ——-- <> 3 4” 
' | \ -_ _ EP” 97a --} - p ” ae. > ones 0 oY AY RY EN 04 WA . »#T} 14 : ds 
- =z LH F | wo at R £ _ _ - * . —_— - » I IS &' k, 07 Ws &-> K m $<, 
l AED Ons, Hi CO — On, LOS OE _ En Fs 1's - wo a | 
: q —_—_ & 3 \ _ - =. = * S 44 - a>, CO TIEN. I _ - w#;6 Uh _ 


My 6 SSR 
=, 
by 


*- 


bk 4 _ > WY 
a ES EIS 
_ \ ry ' 

= — LOR _ 


SRO I One FTE 
DEER hs A RO LIP 
CO 


Oh then beſpake the Scottiſh kynge, 
Lyke a noble kynge ſpake*hee: 

t« Oh, I wyll wayrte 'tille your kyvg Stephen 
& Doth com fro' o%er the ſea, 


| *© Then, reverende Thurſtan, if thy Kynge 

« No more oure ryghte delayes, 

* But wille inveſte my ſonne in Northumberlande, 
G. Then wylle wee goe our wayes. 


+ But if, when hee's come to merrye Englande, 
« He wyll not doe us righte, 

t& Oh then wyll I harrowe that unjuſte kyag, 
«« By Chriſte in heav'n bys mee,” 


«© Nowe doſte thou ſpeake like 4 noble kynge,” 
The holye Thurſtan cry'd ; 

* And now do 1 welcom thee, royal kynge, 

-." 00 Scotlande aye the pryde. 


* And when my leige ſhall com agayne, 
*© Then maye hee doe thee ryghte !”” 

* Or hee fall rue,” .cry'd that valiante kynge, 
66 By Chriſte in heav'n hys myghte.” 


And there, whyle the merrye bells dyd ryng, 
And the minſtrels blithe dyd playe, 
The Scottiſh princes and the goode byſhopp 

Did feaſte for manye a Gaye, 


Fulle 
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| Fulle manye dyd blefle that holye man, 

' As hee ſat in the halle, 

And merrylye ſang ; for welle they knewe, 
Hee had reſcued them fre? thrall, 


And manye a huſbandman was blithe 
As hee dyd reape hys grayne ; | | 
« And but for Thurſtan, that holye biſhopp, 
« Thys alle awaye had beene ta'en ; | 


Fi 


& AndI had beene kyll'd, and manye beſyde, 
* Wyth our wyftes and chvldren alle : | 
+ And may heav'n aye proſper that holye byſhopp, 
$5 That hath reſcued us fro' thrall PP? 


VI. 


The BATTLE of CUTON MOOR, 


Now firſt printed. 


This battle was fought in the year of our Lord 
(the third of king Stephen). 


The interview between biſhop Thurſtan and the 
CS | of Scots. 


Pra Gurazs's Hiſt. of Eng. 


Te the year 1137, (the ſecond of king Stephen's reagn,) 
Stephen's 


government was at this time in no condition to have refilled 


David, king of Scotland, invaded England. 


93 


1133 


king 


him , 
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him, and nothing «vould have broke the form but the wene- 
rable Thurſtan a 66 of York's working upon the piety 
of king David. Tho this prelate was now wery old, he 
prevailed upon Dawid and bis fon to meet him at Roxburgh 
cafile, lying near the frontiers of both the kingdoms, where his 
remonſ/rances had ſuch an effef,that the Scottiſh princes gene= 
rouſly put a fiop to all hoſtilities, till Stephen jhould return to 
England, to be once more applied to for a definitive anſwer 
concerning the inveſtiture of Northumberland, 


| The battle of Cuton Moor. | 
After Eafter, 1138, the king of Scotland again invaded 


Northumberland and the biſhoprick of Durham :-=-his deſign 


was probably to” draw Stephen from the ſouth parts, and 
thereby to favour -the atherents of the empreſs. But the 


'  noblemen of the no#th, who all held great baronies by military 


tenures, aſſociated among themſelves to repel him :--- at the 
head of this aſſociation was Thurſtan, the brave old archbi- 
Shop of York : the other barons were, William carl of Albe- 
marle, a young nobleman of great ſpirit, and very aftive in 


arms; Walter de Gaunt, who awas very old, but of great 


repute, and at the head of a firong body of Plemings and 
Normans; Rohert de Bruce, and his brother 4dam, who 
rn ofane "eg their perſonal attachment to the Scotch king) 


. brought into the field a numerous body of brave young fel- 
_ toxvs, all completely armed, Roger de Mowbray, tho* but a 


eh:/d, gave great /anttion to the expedition by the greatneſs 
of his fam: y and followers, Walter Efpec is mentioned like- 


w/e pon the occaſion; a man of gigantic f/rength and fla- 


ture, and accounted the beft qwarrir in the north, The 
E-glith army advanced as far as Thruſt caftle, under the 
direftion of the old archbiſhop; but there that prelate re- 


figned his command to Ralph biſhop of the Orknrys,——— 
| The army by this time wwvas /irengthened by ſiveral noblemen 


of Nottingham and Derbythire ; at laft thry marched as far 

as Northailerton, where they raiſed the famous flandard. 

This was the maſt of @ ſmall ſhip, on the toþ of which: _ 
3 place, 


placed a filver croſs, and the machine itſelf went upon wheels, 

and all round it hung the banners of St. Peter, St. Fohn 

of Beverly, and St. Wilfred. —- The Scots army, nouy 

e's, avith long marches, paſſed the river Tees, and 
encamped on an open plain called Cuton Moor, within tg 

miles of the Engliſh, Early in the morning the two armies 
drew up in order of battle, when, after a ſevere conteſt, the 
Scots awere routed, being ſaid to have loft ten thouſand men, 
The king and bis ſon were left to maintain their ground, ats 
tended only by their own guards, when they made a re/itance 
avorthy themſelves, and at laft retired to Carliſle, (The 
Scotch prince Henry is famed in hiftory for his wvalour, be 
mility, and the beauty of hzs perſon.) f CE 


T*HE welkin darke o'er Cuton Moore 
With drearye cloudes dyd low'rewmme 
The woeful carnage of that days 

Sall Scotlande aye deplore; 


The river Tees full oft dyd fighe, 

| As ſhee roll'd her wynding floode, 

' That ever her ſylver tyde foe cleare 
Shoulde bee ſwell'd with human bloode ! 


Kyng Davyd hee ftode on the riſing hille, 

And the verdante profpecte view'd ; LE, ; 
And hee ſawe that ſweete river that o'er the moore 
Rolld on her ſylrer floode, L 
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him, and nothing <vould have broke the form but the wene- 
rable Thurftan archbiſhop of York's working upon the piety 
of king Dawid. Tho this prelate was now wery old, he 
prevailed upon David and bis ſon to meet him-at Roxburgh 
cafile, lying near the frontiers of both the kingdoms, where his 
remonſ/rances had ſuch an effef,that the Scottiſh princes gene= 
rouſly put a flop to all hoſtilities, till Stephen jhould return to 
England, to be once more applied to for a definitive anſwer 


Concerning the inveſiiturt of Northamberland, 


The battle of Cuton Moor. 


After Eaſter, 1138, the king of Scotland again invaded 
Northumberland and the biſhoprick of Durham :-=-his deſign 
was probably to” draw Stephen from the ſouth parts, and 
thereby to favour -the adherents of the empreſs. But the 
noblemen of the north, who all held great baronies by military 
tenures, aſſociated among themſelves to repel him :---at the 
hrad of this aſſociation was Thurſtan, the brave old archbi- 
Shop of York : the other barons were, William carl of Alhe- 
marle, a young nobleman of great ſpirit, and very aftive in 
arms; Waiter de Gaunt, who was very old, but of great 
repute, and at the head of a firong body of Flemings and 
Normans; Rohert de Bruce, and his brother Adam, who 


| ron ondag their perſonal attachment to the Scotch king) 
brought into the fieid @ numerous body of brave young fel. 
tows, all completely armed, Roger de Mowbray, tho* but a 


eh:\d, gave great /anftion to the expedition by the greatneſs 
of his fami y and followers, Walter kjpec is mentioned like- 
ww:/e vpon the occafion 3 a man of gigantic firength and fla- 
ture, and uccountt'd the beft warrior in the north, -——The 
E-glith army advanced as far as Thruſt caſtle, under the 
direttion of the old archbiſhop; but there that' prelate re- 


figned his command to Ralph biſhop of the Orkneys,——— 


the army by this time wii /{rengthened by ſiwveral noblemen 
of Nottingham and Deriythire ; at laſt they marched. as far 
as Northailerton, where they raiſed the famous ffandard. 
This was the maſi of @ ſmall ſhip, on the top of which _ 
| | pace 
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placed a filver croſs, and the machine itſelf went upon wheels, 
and all round it hung the banners of St. Peter, St. John 
of Beverly, and NA Wilfred. : X The Scots army, now 
| edoaging avith long marches, paſſed the river Tees, and 
' encamped on an open plain called Cuton Moor, within tag 
miles of the Engliſh, Early in the morning the two armies 
drew up in order of battle, when, after a ſevere conteſt, the 
Scots ewere routed, being ſaid to have Ioft ten thouſand men, 
The king and bis ſon wvere left to maintain their ground, ats 
tended only by their own guards, when they made a re/itance 
 avorthy themſelves, and at laft retired to Carliſle, (The 
Scotch prince Henry is famed in hiflory for his valour, by + 
mility, and the beauty of hjs perſon.) ” EA Io 


THE welkin darke o'er Cuton Moore 
_ With drearye cloudes dyd low' rem 
The woeful carnage of that daye 
|  Sall Scotlande aye deplore: 
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The river Tees full oft dyd fighe, 
As ſhee roll'd her wynding floode, 
' That ever her ſylver tyde ſoe cleare 
Shoulde bee ſwell'd with human bloode f 
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Kyng Davyd hee ſtode on the rifing hille, 
| And the verdante profpecte view'd ; 
| And hee ſawe that ſweete river that o'er the moore 
| Roll'd on her ſylver floode, 
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Oh then beſpake that noble kyng, 

| And with griefe hys heatte-was woo'd : 

* And ever I mourne that yon fayre fireame 
& Shoulde bee ſwell'd with human bloode !” 


Kynge Davyd hee ſawe the verdante moore, 


With wilde flowres all beſtrow'de : 


| ec And ever I'm griev'd that ſoe greene : a moore 


«© Sholde bee fayn'd with human bloode ! 


© But more am I priev'd, alas!” he cry'd, 


* And more my hearte is woo'd, 


& That foe manye warriours young and brave 
« Muſte thys daye ſhed yr bloode !” 


As princely a hoſte that kyng ayd leade 
As ever march'd on playne: 


Alas ! that foe manye a warriour brave © 


Should be foe ſoone yſlayne ! 


| And firſte march'd forthe the Galloway men, 


Of the antiente Pits they ſprange ; 
'Theyr ſpeares all ſoe brighte and bucklers ſtrong 
| For thanye myles yrang. 


Ard thee cat on the Norman troopes, 


With Engliſhe them amonge : 


For the empreſie Maude they cam to fighte, 


To righte that ladye's wronge. 


And 


— 
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| And then march'd forthe the Scottiſh foote, 
And then march'd forthe the horſe ; | 

In amoure ſtronge, all thoſe warriours came, 
A greate and warlike force. $1 


Kynge Davyd look'd athawrt the moore, 
And prince Heory hys brave ſonne,, 

And they were aware of the Engliſhe hoſte, 
_ Com merrilye marching on, 


Oh then call'd forthe kynge Davyd, 
And loudelye called hee, 
© And whoo is heare in alle mye campe, 
« Can deſcrybe yon hoſte to mee ?” 
Then came a bearne, beſyde the tente, 
An Engliſheman was hee; 
"Twas not long ſince from the Engliſhe hoſte, 
That traiterous wighte dyd flee. 
© Nowe tell mee yon hoſtes,” the kyng hee cry'd, 
« And thou ſhalte have golde and fee— | 
« And whoo is yan chiefe that rydes along 
« With hys lockes foe aged greye ?” 


& Oh that is Walter de Gaunte you ſee, 
«© And hee hath beene greye full long, 
© But manye's the troope that hee dothe leade, 
* And they are ſtoute and ſtronge,” | Ry 
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© And whoo is yon chiefe ſoe brighte of blee, 
_ & With hys troopes that beate the playne ?” 
« Oh that's the young earle of Albermarle, 

* Yleading. hys gallante trayne, 


« A more gallante warrioure than that lorde 
<< Is not yon hoſtes among ; 
© And the gallante troopes that hee dothe leade, 
__&« Like hym, are ſtoute and younge.” | 
& And who yon byany warriours twoo, 
_& With theyr troopes yclad the ſame?” 
« Oh they're the Bruces, that in thys fighte_. 
& Have com tacquire them fame,” 


Oh then call'd oute kynge Davyd, 

. And fulle of woe ſpake hee: 

& And ever I hold thoſe Bruces falſe, 
. 08 For muche they owe to mee. 


& And who's yon chiefe of giante heigthe, 
 & And of bulke ſoe huge to ſee?” 
& Walter Eſpec is that chiefe's name, 
_« Anda potente chiefe is hee; 


« Hys ſtature's large as the mountaine oake, 
« And eke as ſtrong hys mighte : 

| & There's ne'ere a chiefe in alle the northe 

« Can dare with bym to fighte,” 
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& And whoo's yon bits, yon youthe I lee, 
« A palloping o'er the moore ? 

© Hys troopes that followe ſoe gallaneelye, 
ke Proclayme bym a youthe of pow're.'? 


« Young Roger de Mowbraye | is that youthe, 
« And hee's ſprang of the royal line 
« Hys wealthe and hys followers, oh kyng, 
« Are allemoſt as greate as thyne,” 


 « And who's yon aged chiefe I ſee 
& All yclad in purple veſte?” 

* Oh that's the Biſhoppe o'th' Orkney iſles, 
«4 And hee alle the hoſte hath bleſte, 


© Ard alle the reſte are noblemen, 
« Of fortune and fame ech one : 

& From Nottingham and from Derbyeſhyre 
© Thoſe valiante chiefetaynes com,” 


&« But what's yon glit'ring tow're I ſee 

& /*the centre o' the hoſte ?” 
& Oh that's the hallow'd tandard, of whyche 
--00"T'H# 6 Sg make ſuche boaſte, 


© A maſte of a ſhipp it is fo hie, 
* Alle bedect with golde foe gaye; 
* And on the topp is a holye cratſe, 
** That ſhynes as brighte as the dayes 
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19 OLD BALLADS. 
« Arovnde it hang the holye banners 
© Of manye a bleſſed ſaynte;_ 


4 Saynte Peter, and John of Beverlye, 


* And Saynte Wilfred there theye paynte, 


<< The aged folke arounde it throng, 
&« With their old hayres alle ſo greye; 


« And manye a chiefetayne there bows ydowne, 


«© And ſo heart'lye dothe hee praye.” 


- Oh then beſpake the kyng of Scotts, 


And ſoe heavylie ſpake hee : 


cc And had I but-yon holye ſtandarde, | 


_** Right gladſom ſholde I bee. 


*« And had I but yon holye ſtandarde, 
© That there ſo hie doth tow're, 

& T woulde not care for yon Engliſhe hoſte, 
& Nor alle yon chieftaynes pow're, 


., cc Oh had I but yon holie roode, 


<« That there. ſoe brighte doth ſhowe; _ 


_ © I wolde not care for yon Engliſhe hoſte, 


© Nor the worſte that ay colde doe,” 


Oh then beſpake prince Henry, 5 
And like a brave prince ſpake hee : | : 


£©& Ah let us but fighte like valiante men, 


© And wee'l make yon hoſtez to flee, 


SE ang is © Oh 
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« .Oh let us but fighte like valiante men, 
« And to Chriſte's wyll ybowe, | 
« And yon hallow'd ſtandarde ſhall bee ours, 

66 And the vidtorie alſoe.”” 


' Prince Henrye was as brave a youthe | 
As ever fought in fieldez 
Full many a warrioure that dreade day 
_ Tohym =_ lyte dyd yeilde, 


Prince Henrye was As fayre a youthe 

| As the ſunne dyd e're eſpye; | 

Full manye a ladye in Scottiſhe lande | 
For that young prince dyd lighe, 


Prince Henrye call'd hys yong foot Page, 
And thus to hym ſpake hee: | 

«< Oh heede my wordes, and ſerve mee true, 
« And thou fall have golde and fee. 


+ Stande thou on yonder riſing hylle, 

_$* Fulle ſafe i weene the ſyte : 

« And from thence oh marke thee well my creſte 
« Jn all the thickeſte fiphte. 


© And if, o'ercome with woundes, I falle, 
4 They; take thee a ſwifte {wifite ſteede, 

« And from thys moore to Danfries towne, 
*« Oh ryde thee awaye with ſpeede. 
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102 OLD BAELADS, 


6 "There to the ladye Alice wende z 

| © (You'll knowe that lovelye fayre, 

6 For the fayreſte mayde in all that towne, 
6 Cannot with her FI bY 


« And tell chat ladye of my woe, 
"F And telle her of my love; 
« And give to her thys golden ring, Ke 
«& My ve faythe to prove, . 


* And ſtryve to cheare that lovelye mayde 

 ** In alle her griefe and care: 

« For well I knowe her gentle hearte _ 
& Dyd ever holde mee deare,” ED 

And nowe the | Engli hoſte drewe nearey 
And alle in battle arraye ; _ 

Theire ſhyning ſwordes and glitt ring ſpeares 

| Shot rounde a brilliance raye, 

And nowe both valiante hoſtes cam neare, 
Eache other for to ſlaye ; | 

Whyle watchfulle hovered o'er their heades - 
_ Full manye a byrde of preye. 


The ſun behynde the darke darke cloudes 
Dyd hyde each beamy raye, ; 
As fearefulle to beholde the woe 
- That mark'd that doleful daye, 


OLD BALLADS. 


The thund'ring wyndes of heav'n aroſe, | 
And ruſh'd from pole to pole, 

As ſtryving to drowne the groanes and fighes 

Of manye a dyeing ſoule. | 


Serne deathe hee hearde the ſhoutes of warre, 

| That ecchoed arounde ſoe loude; 

And hee rouz'd hym to th' embattled fielde, 
To feaſte on human bloode. _ 


And fyrſte the PiRtih race began 

The carnage of that daye ; 
"The cries they made were like the ſtorm 
That rendes the rockes awaye, , 


Thoſe fierce fierce men of Gallowaye 
Began that day of dole ; 


And their ſhoutes were like the thunder's roare, 


That's hearde from pole to pole. 


Novwe bucklers rang *gainſt ſwordes and ſpeares, 
And arrows dimm'd the playne ; 
And manye a warrioure laye fulle lowe, 
And manye & chiefe was flayne. 


Oh woeful woeful was that daye, 
To chylde and wydowe dreare ! 
For there fierce deathe o'er human race 
Dyd triumphe *farre and neare, 
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Dreare was the daye—in darke darke cloudes 
| The Welkin alle endrown'd'; | 
bis farr more dreare the woeful ſcene 
Of carnage alle arounde. 


Dreare was the ſounde of warring wyndes 
That foughte along the ſkyes; _ 
But farre more dreare the woeſul ſounde 
Of dying warrioures ſighes. 


Laden with deathe's unpitying arme, 
 dwordes fell and arrowes flewe ; 

The wydow'd wyfe and fatherleſle chylce 
That daye. of dole fall rue. 


« 


en .thouſande Scotts, who on that morne 
Were marching alle ſoe gaye, 

_ By nighte, alas! on that drearye moore 

| Poore mangled corps ylaye. . $: 


Weepe, dames of Scottlande, weepe and waile, 
Let your fighes reecho rounde ; 

Ten thouſande brave Scotts that hail'd the morne, 

At night laye deade on OY 


And yee, fayre dames of merrye Englande, 

| As faſte youre teares muſte poure ; © 
For manye's the valiante Engliſheman 
That yee fall ſee noe more. 


OLD BALLADS. 0s 


Sighe, dames of Englande, and lamente, 

And manye a falte teare ſhed ; 

For manye an Engliſhman hail'd in -morwe; 
That ere the nyghte was deade. } 


The Scotts they fled ; but till their kynge, 
With hys brave ſonne by hys ſyde, E492 

Foughte long the foe (brave kynge and prince, 

Of Scottlande aye the pryde). | 
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The Scotts they fled; but ftille the kyng, 
; With hys brave ſonne, foughte full welle, 
Till o'er the moore an arraſye yflewe— 
And brave prynce Henrye felle, 
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Alle thys eſpy'd his yong foote page, 
From the hille whereon he ſtode ; 
And ſoone hath hee mounted a ſwifte ſwifte ſeede, 


And ſoone from the moore hath rode. 


And hee hath croſs'd the Tees fayre fireame, 
Nowe ſwell'd with human bloode ; 
 Th'affrighted page he never ſtay'de, 
Tyll to Dumfries hee bath rode. 


Fayre Alice was gon to the holye kirke, 
With a ſad hearte dyd ſhee goe ; 

And ever foe faſte dyd ſhe crye to heav'n, 
«© Prynce Hearye ſave from woe,” 


Fayre 
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Fayre Alice ſhee hied her to the choire, 
Where the prieſtes dyd chaunte foe flowe 3 
| And ever ſhee cry'd, ** May the holye ſayntes 
« Prince Henrye ſave from woe bt 


Fayre Alice, with manye a teare and ghe, 
To Mary's ſhrine dyd goe ; 
And ſoe faſte ſhee cryde, © Sweete Marye mylde, 
«© Prynce Henry ſave from woe !* 


Fayre Alice ſhee knelte bye the hallow'd roode, 
Whyle faſte her teares dyd flowe ; 

And ever ſhee cry'd, © Oh ſweete ſweete SavIoure, 
oh Prynce Henrye ſave from woe !' 


Fayre Alice look'd oute at the kirke doore, 
And heavye her hearte dyd beate ; 

For ſhee was aware of the prince's page, 
Com galloping thro' the ſireete. 


Agayne fayre Alice look*d out to ſee, 
And well nighe dyd thee ſwoone ; 
For nowe ſhee was ſure it was that page 

Com galloping thro? the towne. 


_ © Nowe Chriſte thee ſave, thou ſweete young Page, 
« Now Chriſte thee ſave and ſee ! ' 
 & And howe dothe ſweete prynce Henrye ? 
6« I praye thee telle to me,” 


OLD BALLADS, 107 | 
The page hee look'd at the fayre Alice, = 
And hys hearte was fulle of woe ; = 
The page hee look'd at the fayre Alice, L | 
Tyll hys teares faite *gan to flowe, | = 
© Ah woe is me !” ſad Alice cry'd, [ D 
And tore her golden hayre; _ 2M 
| And foe faſte ſhee wrang her lilly handes, þ j # 
Alle woo'd with _ deſpayre, ' 
M0 
:© The Engliſhe wi the bloodye fielde, 3 
« Fulle manye a Scott is ſlayne, KH 
6 But lyves prynce Heary ?” the ladye cry'd, [ } 
** All elſe to mee IS VAyne,- EK 
_ YH 
66 Oh lives the prince? I praye thee telle, y Þ 
Fayre Alice ſtill dyd calle; | I 
«© Theſe eyes dyd ſee a keene arrowe the ' Þ 
«+ Dyd ſee prince Henrye falle,” bk 
Fayre Alice ſhe fat her on the grounde, | 
And never a worde ſhee ſpake ; 
Bur like the pale image dyd ſhee looke, 
For her hearte was nighe to breake, 
The roſe that once foe ting'd her cheeke, 
W as nowe, alas! noe more; | 
| But the whiteneſle of her lillye kin 


Was fayrer than before, 


& Fayre 


| 
| 
| 
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_ © Fayre ladye, riſe,” the page excayn'e, 


«© Nor laye thee here thus'lowe.” 
Shee anſwered not, but heav'd a og 
That ſpoke het hearte felte woe. 


Her maydens came and ſtrove to cheare, 


But in vaine was all their care ; - 
7 he townesfolke wept to ſee that ladye 
Soc *whelm'd in dreade G__.” 


They rai'de her from the danky grounde, 


And ſprinkled water fayre ; 


But the coldeſt water from the ſpring - 


Was not ſoe colde as her. 


And nowe came horſemen to the towne, 
That the prynce had ſente with ſpeede ; 

With tydyngs to Alice that he dyd live, 
To eaſe her of her dreade, 


For when that hapleſs prince dyd falle, 
The arrowe dyd not hym ſlaye ; 

But hys followers bravelye reſcued bym, 
And convey'd bym ſafe away, 


| Bravelye theye reſcued that noble prone, 4 
And to fayre Carlile hym bore ; _ 
And there that brave young pe dyd lyve, 
-Fho wounded fad and fore, 
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Fayre Alice the wond'rous tydings hearde, 

And thrice for joye ſhee ſigh'd : 

That hapleſfle fayre, when ſhee hearde the newes, 
She roſe—ſhe ſmil'd—and dy'd, 

The teares that her fayre maydens ſhed, 
Ran free from their brighte eyes ; 

The ecchoing wynde that then dyd blowe, 
Was burden'd with theyre ſighes. 


# 


The page hee ſaw the lovelye Alice 
In a deepe deepe grave let downe, 
And at her heade a green turfe ylayde, 
And at her feete a ſtone ! 


Then with manye a teare and manye a ſighe 
Hathe hee hy'd hym on bys waye ; 

And hee hath com to Carlile towne, 
All yore in arraye, 


And now hath he:com | to the prince's halle, 
And lowelye bente hys knee : 
« And howe is the ladye Alice ſo fayre, 
- "wp page, com telle to mee.” 


& Oh, the ladye Alice, ſoe loyelye fayre, 
« Alas! is deade and gon ; 

* And at her heade is a greene graſs turfe, 
6 And at ber foote a tone, 
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& The ladye Alice is deade and gon, 
_ & And the wormes feede by her ſyde ; 
& And alle for the love of thee, oh prynce, 
« 'That beauteous ladye dy'd, 


 &. And where ſhee's layde the greene turfe growes, - 
« And a colde grave-ſtone is there; b 
<6 But the dew-clad turfe, nor the colde colde Kone, 
* Is not foe colde as her. EY 


Oh then prince Henrye ſad dyd fighe, 
Hys hearte alle fulle of woe : 
That haplefle prince ybeate hys breaſte, 

And faſte hys teares _ flowe. 


 & And art thou gon, my ſweete Alice ? 
« And art thou gon ?” hee cry'd: *' 
 & Ah woulde to heav'n that I with rhee, 
06 My faythful love, had dy'd! 


« And have I lofte thee, my ſweet Alice? | 
© And art thou deade and gon ? | | 
& And at thy deare heade a green graſs turfe, 
« And at thy foote' a ſtone? 


& 'The turfe that's o'er thy grave, deare Atice 
&« Sall with my teares bee wet; 

& And the iione at thy feete fall melte, love, 
« Ere 1 will thee forget,'? 
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And when the newes cam to merrye Eoglande 
Of the battle in the northe ; 

Oh then kynge Stephen and hys nobles 

_ Soe merryhie marched forthe. 


And theye have had juſtes and tournamentes, 
| And have feaſted o'er and o'er; 

| And merrylie merrylie have they rejoic'd, * 
For the victorie of Cuton Moore, 


But many a fighe adds to the wynde, 
And manye a teare to the ſhow're, Fi 
And manye a bleedyng hearte bath broke, 
For the battle of Cuton Moore, 


| And manye's the wydowe alle forlorne, 

_ And helplefſe orphan poore, 

And many's the mayden that fall rue 
The victorye of Cuton Moore. 


The ladye Alice is layde in her grave, 

And a colde ſtone markes the fite ; 

| And manys the mayde like her doth dye, 
Cauſe kynges and nobles wyll fighte, 


The lady Alice is layde full lowe, 
And her mayden tears doe poure, 

And manye's the wretche with them fall weepe, 
For the vitorye of Cuton Moore, 


ff 
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«© affair, and the great miſchief and reproach that the diſco- 


The holye priefte doth weepe as he ſyngs | 
Hys maſſes o'er and o'er; UG; 

And alle for the ſoules of them that were ſlayne 
At the battle of Cuton Moore, | 


VIL, 


The MURDER of PRINCE ARTHUR in Roven 
78y Caſtle, pets : 


Now firſt printed, 


The ballad of prince Arthur is explained by the following 


extra# from the hiftory of England : 


& King fohn, thinking he ſhould have no quiet as long 


*. as prince Arthur lived, ( for king Philip and the Bretons 


« ſtill preſſed for his delivery,) reſolved to-difpatch him 
Confidering the importance of the 


& wery of it might bring upon him, the king reſolved to 
« truſt as few with the knowledge of it as he could helþ : 
* qvhereupon, coming one night in a boat to the foot of a 
«© tower of the caſtle of Rouen, he preſently ordered him 
© to be brought down and put into the boat ; whereupon 
« the prince, apprehending his approaching fate by his 
« wncles filence, preſently abating his former fiercene/s, 
& flung himſelf at his feet, in hopes to abtain mercy ; 
* but the cruel king preſently drew his fword, and TO 

$3 es | in 


OLD. BA KL ADS. 'T13 
« him ſeveral times through bis body, till he had diſpatched 


« him ; then carrying the corps ſome few leagues down the 
i fiream, ted Jung it into the river Seine, 


Gvrz THRIE E (from Tyrrel and others). 


—_— 


5 Me: billes and. woodelandes, manye a my le 
Seine roll'd his murm'ring floode ; 


And; winding, waſh'd the ſtatelye tow' res, - 
Where Rouen' $ Faire caltle ſtoode. 


| Dreare darknefſe, with her mournefulle ſhade, 
Had ſpreade the welkin o'er, 

And hid from view th*. embattled walls 
That deckt the wyndinge ſhore, 


No more was hearde the voice of man, 

| Soft {lept each wearied hinde : | 

No found=—fave hapleſs Arthur*s ſighes, 
That murmur'd with the winde. 


From an old tow'r of drearye heighte, 
 Forlorne, thro' Gothic me,” 

The hapleſs prince look'd o'er the floode, 
And mourn*de hys wretched fate. 


« Yee wyndes, that rove the foreſts free, 
« Why roar ye as ye blowe ? 

* Ye waves, that daſh againſt theſe tow?res, 
* Why murmur as ye flowe ? 
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( 
_« You wyndes enjoye the bliſfe to rove, 
© The ſweetes of freedom khowe 3; 
« Yee wand'ring waves, how bleſt your fate, 
&© Where're you wille to flowe ! | 


 & Oris't in pitye to my ſighes, 

| & That rounde theſe tow'res yee roare? 
j 6 And you, faire river, daſh youre waves 
D « Sooft _ the ſhore ? 


_ « Fow blefte were I, yee wyndes and waves, 
« If I ike you coulde rove ; 
« Like you coulde wynde my chearful waye, 
—_ « Thro? foreſte, hille, and grove !_ 


i oa «© But woe is mee, here doom'de to waſte 

= « Mye life in hopelefſe woe ; 

Y 6 To number fighes—that ſtille muſte heave, 
&«& And teares—that ſtille muſte flowe 1. 


« Fulle manye a daye hath told its houres, 
« Since 1 have ſigh'd for peace ; 

& And manye a daye muſt ftille rolle Y 
« *Ere mye misfortunes ceaſe, 


« Mye ſole employe to counte the woes 
«© That fille up my deſpaire 3 | 

«© A mother's teares—I cannot Wipe : 
« A crowne—I cannot WEAaIC, | 


GA lovelye 


« A lovelye ſiſter in my cauſe, 
«© Debarr'd of libertye ;——»— __ 
6 A thouſande friendes, or captive made, . 
« Or ſlayne in fyghte for mee. 
« My. ſleepe to me. affardes no peace; 
«« Fell fancye ſtile wille wake, 
« And doubles every. pang of wae, 
+© My wearied ſoul to racke., _ 


£«© Oh then, with every care renew'd, 
« 0 I wake right fulle of woe ; 
© Wake—but to mark the daſhing wave, 
* And hear the rude wyndes blowe. 


6s Then, then, diſtracted at my fate, 
« And frantic with my feares, 

{© I load the tempeſte with my ſighs, 
6 The river with my teares. 


<«« Fulle manye a ſun bath ſat io miſte, 

_ & As wearied with mye fighes ; . 

<© The ſame my miſerye, when agayne 
&© That pitying ſun did ryie, 


© The gentle moone, when brighte her beames 
© Upon theſe tow'res ſhee throwes, 

** Oft' hydes her face behinde a clude, 
RE wOOug for wF: woes. 
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16 OLD BALLADS 


_ & But yet, were I *mong all my race 


« Alone o*erwhelm'de with cares, 


« Pdbe refign'de—tho' bounde i in chaines, 


Cc Aud ſmile amd my teares, 


_———_— 


© But, hapleſſe Conſtance, mother deare ! 


«© Thy pangs too welle I heede ; 
&«& With thyne my teares for ever flowe, 
5 Like thine, _ hearte aye bleede. 


© Sweet Elenor, for bawnye fam'de, 
& Damſel of Brittanye ; 


| « ] woulde not live, if that thy woes 


. 66 (Deare mayde) coulde dye with mee, 


« Ah, would I were a peaſante ſwayne, 
© Of humble lineage borne ! 

& Contented would I tende my flocke, 
& Nor heede the proude man's ſcorne:; 


« Contented by our humble cott, 
© From morne to eve I'd toile; 

& And thinke righte bounteous my rewarde, 
« Deare mother, in thy ſmile. 


«© Noe ntl then, noe murd'rous warte, 


« Woulde frighte thee with alarms 3 


& And, oh ! noe cruel uncle teare 


« Thy children from thy armes. 
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« What, tho? noe realmes ſhould court our nod, 
« Nor coronets gild our brows; 
« What are their golde but painted care ? 
« Their gems but glittring woes ? 


6 In peace wee'd ſhare the frugal meale, 
| «6 And blefle the earthe's increaſe ; 

« The riſing ſun ſhoulde haile our joye, 
*« And ſetting gilde our peace. 


' & And when in calme contente and peace 
« Wee'd paſt our deſtin'd houres, 

©« Some gentle ſwain ſhould make our grave, 
« And firew the turfe with flow'res.” 


The hapleſſe prince thus ſtrove by plaints 
| To mitigate hys paynes,. | 

Till, mad with woe, hee beate his breaſte, 
And howling clank'd hys chaynes, 


The hollowe tow'rs, and winding walles, 
Hys ſighs reechoe'd rounde ; 

The diſtante hilles, in dying notes, 

| Return'd the playntive ſounde, 


The nighte, colle&ing every cloude 
| That-formd her darkeſt traine, 
Seem de to lament the tale of woe 
That broke her ſilent reign. 
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And nowe, tho? all arounde was darke, © 
| And flormy raine did falle, 
| A boate came rowing down the ny | 
Beneathe the caſtle walle., © SO ETIES 


'The night-birdes PET 'O oy of are en es,” 
The death-bellethrice did Ting ; 1 


I And thrice at Arthur's window bars 


| A rayen flapp'd its wing. 


Arthur remark'd th' iſl-6men'd fouhd, 
And thrite hee trenibledt fore 3 
And thrice hee wip*d the clawiiy drops 
That from his browe'did poute, 


_ And ſoon hee hearde the voice of 'men 


Low wiſp ring at the walle:; {bs 2s 
Unhappy Arthur, ſtrucke with dreade, 7 
To heav'n for helpe did'calte, ' 


fla heard FS oate dracke on'its hinge, 
That led to his abode————— 


 « Now, heav'n, befriende' mee?!” Arthur cried, 


+ For this bodes mee no goode,” 


And nowe came in the tyrante Jokd, 
With ruffians all arowe ; 

A bloody ſworde was in bys hande, 

 & frowne upon þys browe, 


As 
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As dreades the lambe, when ſuddenlye, 
He ſees the wolfe appeare 

So hapleſſe Arthur waxed pale, 

_ To find hys fate ſo near. 


Then kneeling quick upon his knee, 
And dropping many a'teare, 
| Hee ſtrove to ſoothe the tyrant's rage, 
With manye a piteous prayers 


« Ah, ſpare me, royal uncle, ſpare + 
« A youthe beneathe thy frowne ! 

« Give me but life—give, me but peace— 
6 ASK keepe my curſed Crowne. 


«© Oh let mee live * mong peaſante ſwaines, 
« Aye loſte to thoughts of ſtate ; 

« I'll never murmur a the change, 
« Nor wiſh for to be greate. 


« Oh uncle ! change that cruel frowne, 
© That darke determin'd browe 
*© See, ſee me, tho? unus'd to kneele, 

6« Laye at thy feet thus lowe, 


« (Alas! what wordes can I invent, 
« Hys purpoſe to averte? 

54 Oh teach me, heav'n, with force to pleade— 
© To touch his ruthleſs hearte.) 


I 4 | | £c And. 
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& And canſt thou kille mice, Uouhs; Geare, oe ts 
_« And canſt thou make 'me bleede ?- 
'& And canſt thou flaye thy brother's childe, ${1 the 

«© That at thy, feete doth pions Pot $074.05 0-450 


s 


© Oh ſpare mee, ſpare mee, noble kinge $ et: 
© Nor thy owne honoure ſtaine; '''— 

5 So ſhall heav'n blefſe thee for my ſake, 

_« And protper long thy reigne, 


« $9 ſhalle thy name for ages long oo 
« Shyne bright beyonde compare ; SEgad ft 
bs And this good acte, in honour's roll, OWE 4 
6 Be aye recorded faire,” | 


«© Noe, Arthur, noe ! thou now muſt dye,” 
_ The ruthleſfle tyrante cry*de: 

's : Thy boaſted title to my crowng. Hi 

«© Shall no more woynde my pride,” 


& Ah cruel uncle! ſtay thy hande— © © 
«4 The deede too late thou'lt *moane ; - - 

5 For well I weene its 'dreade effeftes” 
_ «© Shall ſhake thee from thy throne. 

fe And wks; when deathe' ſhall end "__ ayes, 
\©© That kinge of all belowe, _— ; 

«« Shall not'this deede add to his' dartes 
* Ten thouſand pangs of woe'?” 


& Enoughe,” 


« Fnoughe,” the angry.tyrante cryde, 

« The nyghte-weares falte awaye ; - 
« Tarne thee; to God—for thou muſt dye'! 
 * Before the dawne of, daye,” 


Thy affrighted. vighte-birdes ſcream'd and yard , 
The drearye tow're arounde 
The river left'its o0zy bed, 

And ſought the meadow: grounde, 


Welle may yee ſcreame, yee birdes of nighte, 
As rounde the tow'rs ye ſtraye ; 

| For they have flayne the. hapleſs prince, 

Before the dawne of daye, _ 


Well mayſt thou, Seine, from out : thy bedd 
Remove thy frighted floode:; - 

- For they have flaine the hapleſſe prince, 

And ſhedde hys deare hearte's bloode, 


Yes, tifey have flayne the hapleſſe prince, 
| *Ere hee had tyme. to- praye,.. ; 

And throwne his bodye in-the floode, 
Before the dawne- of daye, . 


They've buried the prince in a. watry grave, 

_ With all the ſpeede theye maye; : 

And tyrante John, with'the curſe of heay* 0, 
Hath hied him on bys waye, 
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vii, 
PRINCE EDWARDE and ADAM GORDON. 
Now firſt printed, 


' Jhe ſubjeft of this ballad is taken from the hiſtory of 
wy Ts the latter part ef # rhe "og nar ib 11 1. | 


0 Adam Gordon's gloomye 'haunte 
Prince Edwarde wounde hys waye 2 

& And coulde I but meete that bold -outlawe, 
« In the wolde where hee doth laye !” 

Prince Edwarde boldlye wounde his waye 
The briars and bogs amonge : 

.« And coulde I but finde that bolde outlawe, 
« Hys lyfe ſhoulde not be longe. 


* For hee hath harrowed merrye Hampſhire; 
*« And manye a ſpoile poſleſte ; 

.& A bolder outlawe.tban this wight 

_ © Neer trod by eaſte and weſte. 


: : 4 And 
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« And now come on, my 'merrye men all, 
« Nor heede the drearye waye'; 

« For coulde I but meete that bolde outlawe, 
« Fulle ſoone I would had ſlaye. 


« Xd when wee meete in hardye TE ,4 
« Let no one come betweenez; 

« For Adam o*Gordon?s as NRON'Y a man - 
« As ever foughte © on greene.” 


Then ſpake a kniphte, « Tt maye be longe 
« Ere Gordon you fhalle fynde ; FIN 

« For hee dothe @Welke ina drearye kink, Oe 
** Remote from human TYRE, *: IL 


© Among the woldes and deepe moriiſe* 6c) (112 
« Hys lodging hee hath taen; | 

« And never that wand'r ring wight wente © ing 
bs _ That ere came out agayne, | 


« So darke, fo natrowe, 'and ſo dreare, 
© The wyndyngs all aboute, 
 & That ſcarce the birdes that ſcim the aire 
«* Can fynde their waye throoute.” 


Prince Edwarde drewe hys darke browne ſwore, | 
And ſhooke bys ſhynyng lance : 

&© And rather:T'd fyghte thys bolde outlawe, 

 & Then alle the > peers of France.” 


Prince 


—_ 


Prince Edward graſp'd his buckler ſtrong, 2 
And proudly marched forthe : pd 

_ * And rather I'd conquer thys bolde oulawe,. 

ph 4 Then alle the knightes o'the northe.” 


ors,” agr tn an . 


And then beſpake; a valiante knyghte: _, - 
«« Now, prince, thy wordes make, goode 3. . 
« For yonder I fee that proude outlawe, , ...: . 
& A cominge forthe-the woode.”. 


wes ©» 1 ar PA ur yn—eeS Le eres - 


Then quick the prince lit off 'bys leede, - + 
And onwarde wounde bys waye :,,, |, {+ 


"* 


«© Now ſtande. yee,bye, my merry/men alle, 
« And yee ſhall ſee brave playe.”; - >. --- 7 


Y | 8 40 


. _ 


| Brave Adam o*Gordon fawe the prince,... > 
| | As hee cam forthe the wolde;  _ 

And ſoone he knewe hym by hys ſhielde, | 

E-. And hys banners all of. woes PEI The 


#* 7, x 
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| s ; Ardidds ? he criede, © my merry men alle, 6. 
; & And ſtande yee welle your grounde ; 

| « For yonder great prince Edwarde coms, 

| «© For yaloure ſo renownde.” 


& Now welcom, welcom, Adam Gordon, , , 
«© I'm gladde I have thee founde, " | 
« For manye a daye I've ſoughie bo thee, 
& 'Thro' alle the countrye rounde,” 


b af any wy I eo es 


F | . | | | | | ce Nowe 


« Nowe here I ſweare,” brave Adam cried, "= | 
« Fad I but ſo beene tolde, © Seo 1979 19 


« ] woulde have met thee ogy” ere nowe, 
« Incitic or in "Wn: £& | 
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Oh then vids as fierce a fyghte } 
| As 'ere was foughte in fieldeg £3 U 
| The prince was ſtoute, the outlawe ſtrong, | 
Their heartes with -courage ſteel'de. © 
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Fulle manye an houre in valiante fyghte —_ _... 
Theſe chieftaines bolde did cloſe ; . 

Full manye an houre-the- hilles:and woodes - 
Reechoed with their. blowes, - (+ 


Full many a warriour ſtoode' arounde - - 
That marvellous fighte to ſee, 

While from their woundes the guſhing Ms 
_Ranne like the fountaiph) free, eee ty 


Thrice hey agreede, | oferſ] prats with toyle, _ 

To ceaſe their turdye blowes ; '- - | 319: vor Þ:-22 
And thrice-they ſtopp'd to,quench' their thirſte, 

And wipe their bloodye browes, 


Edward aye lov'd that braverye ©. F 

| Which Adam prov'd in fighte, ,. 

And, with congenial virtue ' ! 17 ONION 7 
Reſoly'd to do him righte, , 


« Adam, 


| 
5 
| 


«© And tho' Ifeare not thy Pane urigg 


« Here, Gti; do T plighte wn hande, 


« I'll ever prove: gentle unto thee—mes | | 


«© Thou, in the raging battle's ſavvy i 


_*© And at mytable and my court, 


«© When proſperous "fate ſhall gilde my throne, 


« And 7 to thee the ſame will prove, | 
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« Adam, thy valour charms FOROOY 
6 Tever love the brave; 


© oP honoure I woulde oy 


.«« My honour and renowne; | 
« 'That, if thou to my ſworde wile ei 
* And my allegidnce's [2 | 


© But more,—if-thou wilt be my FOO 
& And faithful ſhare-my hearte, 


_ 46 Wee never more wille parte, 


_ & Shalle aye fighte by my lide, 


oh In times of peace preſide, - © - 


«© Thou ſhalt partake my joye'; 
<© When troubles low're, 'to ſoothe ord prince 
ws Shall bee oy hs ſole employe. 


« A gentle boſom friend; 
« In joy to ſhare thy happiactle, © | 
Ba In woe thy cares to end, Þ9ÞP | - 4 4 
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« Nowe, Adam, take thy laſling choice, 
« Thy prince awaites thy worde 2 


« Accepte, brave man, my ſmile or frowne— 


« My friendſhip or my ſworde,” — | 


Brave Adam, ſtruck with wonder, gaz'd— 
| Hee figh'd at every worde 

Then, falling quicke upon hys knee, 

| Hee gave the prince hys ſworde. 


Upon the warrioure's dark browne cheeke 
A teare was ſeene to'\ſhyneoo— 

Hee layde hys hande upon hys hearte —— 
' «£ Brave Edwarde, I am thyne,” 


The pytying prince the warriour rais'de, 
And preſs'd hym to his hearte; 


« Adam, thy prince will bee thy reed, d 


«<« We never more will parte.” 


A ſhouting from their 3 EP RED 3.3 

Proclayin'd the joyful ſounde ; 

The hills. and woodlandes, echoing loud, 
Diſpers'd the tydyngs rounde. 


The prince then made that brave outlawe 
On hys own ſteede to ryde, ” 

With banners rich and trappiags gaYes. 
And he rods by wm ſyde.. ND 
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And when with ſhoutes to Guilforde towne . 
Thys noble trayhe came on, 

O'erjoy'd, our royalkqueene came forte, 
To meete her warlyke ſon. h | 


« Fayre ſon, fayre ſon, more deare to mee, 
«« 'Than alle that lyfe can give, - © 

« Full many a daye the lofle of has: F208 
«« Hath caus'd my- hearte to grieve. 


 # And whence that ſtayne upon thy 94. bay, 
| 4 That bloode upon thy browe?—o80_mO© 

4 Oh! thou haſt had ſome deſperate fyghte, 
_ & Anddidft not let mee knowe. . 


o6 Was i it among the rebel hoſte 
_ 46 Thy ſworde bath got this flayne 2 
& And are- their banners oveithrowne ?, 
« And proude Earl Derbye flaine?- _ 


& Or is't were Kenilworth's proud tow'res 2:2 
__ *6 Oferlook the neighbourplaynes, 


6 That thou haſt rear'd thy conquering armes, 


* And fix'd wy father's _ F194 


6 Oh ! ! I've not been wherd Derby's earl 
* The rebel cauſe upholdes;  - * | 

6 But I've o'ercome a braver man, | 

_ «« *Mong foreſts, bogs, and wolds, 
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ts Nor have I ſeene proud Kenilworth, 
« With tow'rs all arawe's 

© But I've o'ercome a braver man 
«© Than Kenilworth 'ere did. knowe, 


» - 


« Adam of Gordon. is "that man, 
« A braver_n&er was ſeene”'— 

Then tooke the warrioure by the hande, 
And led hym to the queene, as 


of 83 We ; OY 


And there the RIC was carreſ 4, 
With tiltes and revelrye;. oh 
And none in alle the tournamenyes, | 
Was founde with him to oe 


Where'ere the royal Ka warde aki: | 
Brave Gardon aye woulde wende ; 

And Edwarde, like a noble prince, 
Was ever Gordon's friende, 


Vai, IVY, pur CUMNOR 
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IX- . 
 CUMNOR HALL. 
” Now firſt printed. - 


Cumnor is near Abington, i in Berkhiire. 


The flory of the unhappy \counteſs of Leiceſter, avho was 
murdered there w3 ucen Elizabeth's time, may be ſeen at 
large i in Abmols 4 antiquities of Berkſhire, i in whoſe time the 
ruins of the hall were flill fanding.—— It had been axticntly | 
W Lon of retirement for the monks of Abington. ot + 


HE dews of ſammer nighte did falle, _ 
| The moone (fweete regente of the kkye) | 
Silver'd the walles of Cumnor Halle, | 
And —_— an oake that grewe' therebye. 


Ne owe ads was hearde beneath the ſkies, 

(The ſoundes of buſye lyfe were ſtille,). 
Save an unhappie ladie's fighes, 

That iſſued from that lonelye pile. 


<« Leiceſter,” ſhee cried © is thys thy love 
«© That thou ſo oft has ſworne to mee, 
« 'To leave mee ia thys lonelye grove, 
+ Immurr'd in ſhameful privitie ? 
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«© No more thou com'{ with lover's ſpeede, 

«© Thy once-beloved bryde to ſee; 
*© But bee ſhee alive, or bee ſhee deade, 

«I feare ads 3 the ſame 10 thee. 
| © Notſo the uſage [ rexeiv'd, 
« When happye in my hkbe; halle; 

« No faithlefle huſbange then me griey'd, 
_ «4+ No chilling feares did mee appall. 


© Troſe up with the chearf ul morne, 

| «© No lark more blith, no flow'r mote gaye 5 

6 And, like the: birde that bauntes the thorns, 
nn So mersylic ſung the live-long daye. 


« If that my beautye i is POOR ſmalle, 
_ «« Among courtladies all deſpis'd ; 
« Why didſt thou tend it from that halle, 


« Where (ſcorneful Faule) it well was priz'de 2 


* And when you fiſt to. mee wade ſuite, 
© How fayre I was.you oft woulde ſaye! 

« And, proude of conqueſi—pluck'd the fruite, 
« Then lefie the bloſom to decaye. 


6 Yes, ; nowe negleged and deſpis'd, 


«< The roſe is/pale—the lilly's deade— 
« But hee that once their charmes ſo priz'd, 


« Is ſure the cauſe thoſe charms are fledde. 
K 2 
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4 For knowe, when fick'ning griefe doth preye 


* And tender love's repay'd with ſcorne, , 
© The ſweeteſt beautye will decaye—= _ - 
« What flow'ret can endure the ſtorme ? $4 


« At court I'm tolde is Peauty! s throne, 
«© Where everye lady's paſſing rare; 

\** That eaſtern flow'rs, ,that ſhame the ſun, 

Fong * Are not ſo glowing, not ſoe fayre. 


Y 


«© Theh, earle, why didft thou leave the bedds | f 


« Where roſes and where lillys vie, 
6 To ſeek a primroſe, whoſe;pale ſhades 


« 'Mong rural beauties't was one, * 
« Among the fields wild flow*rs are faire ; 


#*#4hdfe- oxudes are bye ? 


_ ©. Some countrye ſwayne might mee have won, | 


6 And WoygHs my beautie paſſing rare. 


cc But, Leiceſter, (or I much am dine) 2 
_ © Or tis not beautye lures thy vowes 3 3 
<< Rather ambition's' gilded crowne _ 

_ + Makes thee forget thy bumble ſpouſe. 


..« Then, Leiceſter, why, again 1 pleade, 
«« (The injur'd ſurelye may repyne,) 
«© Why didft thou wed a countrye aye; | 


*+* When ſome fayre princeſſe might be thyne ? 


«IF by. 


© 
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« Why didſt thou praiſe my humble charmes, 
« And, oh! then leave them to decaye? 

« Why didſt thou win me to thy. armes, _ 
*« Then leave me to mourne the live-long daye F. 


© The village maidens of the plaine 
« Salute me lowly as they goe;.' - 

© Envious they marke my ſilken trayne, 
«« Nor thinke a counteſle can have woe, 


c 


- 


The ſimple nymphs ! they little knowe, 

«© How farre more happy's their eſtate— _ 
« —To ſmile for joye ——than figh for woe—”. 

_& —To be contente——than to be greate. 


a Howe farre leſſe bleſte am I than them ? 
©© Dailye to pyne and waſte with care | 

6 Like the poore plante, that from its ſtem 

6 Divided—feeles the nd ayſre,. 

Nor (cruel ag ) can I enjoye_ 

+ The bumble charmes of ſolitude ; 

Tu minions. proude my peace deſtroye, 
*« By ſullen frownes or pratings rude. | 


ce 


** Laſte nyghte, as ſad I chanc'd to ſtraye, 
© The village deathe:bell ſmote my eare ; 
| They wink'd aſyde, and ſeem'd to ſaye, 
++ Counteſle, preparemetby end is REArE, 
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« And nowe, while happyt' PAR Aepe," 


«« Here I ſet lonelye nd fortorne 7" * , ITESR.; 


«© No one to ſoothe mee af weepe, rexel wv Q 
" Save phylomel'6if yoliger thorie, Sd 21TIqQHIvetH 


" My ſpirits flag—thy' hopes decaye— 


« Still that dreade deathie-belF {mites my edre'; SR 


& And many a boding feems' ts faye,” 
- « Counteſs, prepire—thyerd' is \neare,”. 


Thus fore and fad that ladie oriev'a;' 1” 


In Cumnor Halle fol6#e/a8d Greare $7 19 / 


And manye a hea rtefelte fipghe flice tiean'dy 


And let falle manye # birrer teare. Cat 


And ere the dawheof daye appear'd, 

In Cumnor Hall fo lone and dreare, | 
Full manye a piercing ſcreame was hearde, 
| And manye a "0 of mortal feare, 


The Ceath-belle thrice was bearde to WY 
An aerial voyce was hearde to call,” / 

And thrice the raven flapp'd its wyng 
Arounde the tow'rs of -Cumnor Hall, 


' The maſliffe how!'d at village doore, 
The oaks were ſhatter'd on the greene'; 

Woe wag the houre—for never more 
That bapleſſe coyntefſe-e'er was feene. - 


And 


. 


And in that manor now no more | 
Is chearful feaſte and ſprightly balle; 
For ever ſince that drearye houre_ 
Have ſpirits haunted Cumnor Hall. 


The village maides, with fearful glance, 

Avoid the antient moſigrowne walle ; 
Nor ever leade the merrye dance, 

Among the groves of Cumnor Halle. 


Full manye a travellor oft hath ſigh'd, 
And penſive wepte the counteſs? falle, 
As wand'ring onwards they've eſpied 

'The haunted tow'rs of Cumnor Halle, 


: X, 


ARABELLA STUART, 


Now firſt printed, 


HERE London's tow're its turrets ſhowe, 
So ſtatelye by the Thame's ſyde, | 


Faire Arabella, chyld of woe, | 
For manye a daye had fat and figh'd, 
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And 
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And as ſhee heard'the'waves Abe; SUE Gearst825h 14 7 
And as ſhee heard'the bleake Wonder delle: 
As faſt did heave her h&irrfelte Highs 91 ns 
_ Andftill fo faſt her teites'did' poure. N61 H1e>« SY 


The ſun that Jo's the blithſom dayey” 

The moone that/chear'd'the night's dull Wade 
Still founde the faire to'griefe' a Add Þ Hh ot 
The vigim of tyratnieopouwre,' oo 


« And why,” that baplefle ladye cried, 
& From royal race am'T derived 7 0 

*« Had I to peaſants beene ally'd, 0 
«+« Happye, tho? poorey'Þ rhen'bad livd, 1 


* Ambition never won my mynde, 

&« For many its victim T have knowne; 
#4 Alas! like mee, here once confin*d—— ' 
_ $ Their houres of peace for ever flowne, 


« Becauſe by bloode to kyngs ally'd—— 
« Ah me! how-'crvel the pretence! - 
« My name offends the'ear of pryde ; 
«« My being borve—is my offence.” 


$« Torne from my friends, from all. the Joyes, 
© 'That virtuous;freedom can' afford p fi. 

F* But more my bleeding boſom "fiphes,' 
++ Torne from my love-—-wy: wedded-lorde, 


« Als, 


4 
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« Alas, deare youthe !.and muſt, wee, parte, ls ih 
« And ſhall. I ſee; wy,loye.no; more, © + , 

« Save when, to ſoothe my wpnded, hearte, | I þ 
«« Beneath my tows, thy; wiſpers.ſoare,? 


£5 When the {lil nighte;-with .darkſom ſhade,  - 
«« Enrapts theſe dreary. walls arounde,;,  . . - , 
+ Anxious, I hſten for, thy. treade, __... TT 


66 O'erjoy SL hoare, thy. dear, voice ſounde,.. = 


+ 


© But who a ta mtutne. lite ofoe þ 
« That (ugh ll- fated lorers, RAP Efs, 


F*:7%4 3.9 


© Darke pics above and guards norm 3 £47. 2:20 


4 G: 


© In vaine far mee the ſun. doth: riſe | IE FER he ©" 
 ««< In yaine to mee.the moone doth. ws. 
--"6-"F'RE ſ\myling earthe._ne*er chears my eyes, 
_ * Here dean in miſs to pine, - 


«© And as I heare the me ae. LD non v7 
« And as 1 heare.the bleake wyndes roare, by 
$ Still ſtall as fate will heave my fighes,. | 


** And fill ſpe ſaRe,my grarehumul poprerP) cus. + 


Now came her lorde EY lover' 8, ſpeede, - 
And at the wall thus wiſper'd hee ;....  . 

* Ariſe, my love; nor. thinke of dreade, I. ; oy 
+ Thy huſband's cape. R et thee free,” af 6 


Th? 
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Th aſtoniſh'd lady roſe with ſpeede, 
And faw her lover ſtand belowe ;— 


 _ «8. The blefling that ſoe much I neede, 


« Oh, how can't thou on me beſtowe ?? 


« Oh, I have brib'd the partial fates 
| «© Deſcend this ladder, love, to mee— , 
& On yonder ſtream a ſhip awaites, | 

« To waft us o'er the briny ſea.” 


Faire Arabella heard the tale, | 
And thrice for joye ſhee turn'd and fgh'd FP” 
Yet *ere ſhee let fond hope prevaile, 

Thus to the haſty youthe ſhee cry'd:. 


« Lorde Seymour, well 1 know thy hearte, 
«« 'Thy truthe and conftancye ro mee; - 

© Yet ne*er from hence would I departe, 

'©< Tf ought of harme ſhould hap to thee, 


& For know, ſhoulde wee in flighte be ta'en, 
« 'Th' offended crowne would have thy lyfe— 
« Staye, leſt thy zcale' ſhould be our bane,— 
© And breake the hearte of thy poor wyfe.” 


' Oh then lord Seymour waxed pale, 

| And thrice for griefe hee ſigh'd full fore : 

& And nowe muſte all my projeQs faile, 
* And all my hopes of bliſs bee o'er ? 


- YE Tos 


ts 
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« Too wall maid! wo loe fond feare FLIES IT'S 


«« 'Thus daſh the hope: that ne'et?} recarne! + 
«© Oh come, my love—-nor wanton. tear / 


- 6 The heatte that aye-for thee doth barne, NO 


6c Dear wyfe, no more our hopes withſtatide, ['? 


4 Deſcend—or wee ſhall meete no mofe” — 


"Then nimbly drew her lifly harde, 
And downe the trembling faite hee bore, 


And nowe adowne the Thame's faire .ſtreame, 1 þ 
That ladye joyful faild awaye, 

While flatt'ring hoye, with fitver dreame, 

Her boſom ſooth'd the live-long daye, 


| And now ſheecry*d, 45 Adieu to woe! 
4+ Smoothe as the gentle ſtreame I ſee, 

© My future houres in peace ſhall flowe, 
*© Enrich'd with love and libertye. 


© And tho' I ſee the waves ariſe, 
_ 4. And tho' I heare the rude windes roare, 
66 Yet ſtill no. more ſhall heave! my. ſighes, 
5+ Nor down my cheokes the ſalt feares poure,” 


But nowe the ſtorme begartito love, Ry 
And *frighted hope diffolv'd to air, 

(That faithleſs fatitom of an houre!) 
And left the ladye to deſpayre, 


A 
73 


In 
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Tn vain was ſpreade the ſwelling faile, __ - 
In vaine:they ſtcere before the winde ; 
For tyranny would ſtill prevaile, | RN 
And ftrive to cbaine the free-borne minde.. ; 


4 
— — — — — 
A . 


} 


The hapleſs ladye to. regaine, . | 

 Arm'd ſhips ſpreade all the ocean o'er; 
And grim deſpaire beſtrode the main, 
= | To ſeize the vidtim of his pow'r, 


And they have ta'en that hapleſſe fayre, _ 

'.- _ And to the drearye tow're have borne; * 
Nor heede the pangs of keene. deſpaire, bs 
With which her breaking, Hhearte is torne, 


There lowe ſhee layes abſorb'd io griefe ; ; 

| And, more to edge its poignancye, _ 

Shee trembles for a huſband's life, _ 
More deare to her than libertye,. - R 


on, gy 9 


| There doom'd her future life to weare, © 
No more the balm of hope to knowe, __ 

Shee yields her to the fiend deſpaire, | 
That points the booked dart of woe. 


And as ſhe heares the waves ariſe, FTE 
| And as ſhee heares the bleak windes roar, 4 

| As faſt doe heave her heartfelt ſighs, Wt, 
And flill fo faſt her falt teares PQure. age, 


on ere vr dn no ond oa were we en ft AI ts i eo A Ae A I 17 ere 
F . » 


ANNA 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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ANNA BULLEN, an lege Ballad, 
Now firſt prioted 


'IG H thee ſat in regal ſtate, x 
| Lovelye Anna Englande's queene 
(Thoughtleſſe that approaching fate, 26 
Coulde fo ſhortelye change the ſcene). 


| Deckte in robes of royaltye, 
 Shee appear'de ſome form divine ; "I 
Glorious in that forme to ſee, 
 Beautye's throne and virtue's ſhrine, 


Lillyes ſo tranſcendent er in 
Roſes of the Tyrian dye, 

Coulde not with ker hande compare, 7 nh % 
Coulde not with her bluſhes vie. IE 


Rounde her knightes and nobles bow*de, 
Proude to waite beſyde her throne— 
Anna milde, as Henrye proude, | 
Smy1'd on all, and frown'de on none, 


* 
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Palefac'de miſerye, arieſe and woe, © 00 
To her feete did oft 'repayres 
Bounteous gifts ſhe did beftowey'' oo OO 
Generous queene/as good as fayre; 72714 1 of 


| Pitye form'de her RO CEDEING Motdo 351 
| Aptto weepe at woe bſevere'' 1 | 
Mercye claim'de her for _—_— gh 0jome" 
And for proofe produc'd the teare. 12 2s 


Manye a wrenckuodieh joyfulle breathe; 920 8301 5195470 
Sav'de from wante, her love proclayme z - © 

Manye a miſcreante, ſnatch'de from'deathe,” 

_ Gratefulle bleſſe her bounteous name.  . 


Superſtition long had feign'de, - A blqes 
Longe had rear'd her -baggard heade $6216, 31116 8 , 
| When ſhe hearde that Annareign'de, 1 7 
| Scar'de, ſhe trembled, curs'd, and fledde;  ' | 


Calumnye, with artful leere, - 
Strove to tainte her mayden fame Nu 

Pryde was pleas'd the tale WIT * [ 
*Envye gladlye woulde YOu.” ; 26 126 


But to quelle that darke Neon 
Truthe her faithfulle gl: apey's5 

7 ruthe the envyous tale denyes, 
Pryde Was humble'd—ſcandall dyed: f 


But 
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'But pale envye, md ſore, - | 
Came diſguis'de in friendeſhip's name; 
Malice in her breaſte ſhe bore, 

| Bente to bringe this queene to ſhame. 


Hapleſſe Rochford, thee their preye 

Thou with others art decreede—— 

But ſweete Anna, more; than they, 
' Was the lambe deſtin'd/ to bleede, _ 


Sweete innocence, and halle 'thy charm GS, 
And muſt thy virtues ipleade in vame? 

Torne from her ſmiling infante's armes, 
Muſt our lovelye queene be flayne 2 


Yes, hapleſs Anna! thou muſt falles 
*'Gainſte ſuch tyrantes what defence BB 

Charmes nor virtues-can avail, ata aidact 
Nor thy infants eloquenee, | Ra Woy 5a 21mot 


Thou that witt 2 friende 16 all,” F 
Haſt noe friende to pleade he ; 

Friendlefſe (tho an empreſſe) alle, 
Lambe FEA Ion 


Harke yon diftante hotlowe groane— 
Harke yon woefraughte murmurs. __—_— 

| Loe, the helliſhe deede ns done— 

Farewelle, Auna, queene, and. yas! 
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Be the deede for ever moundN, vi {res 42,7] 
_ Britain, lo!” thy deepeft ſtayne ! fk IT ” 4: MET 
Lovelieſte queene, that thee adorn'de; oo 1 
Thy hard-hearted Kinge bard Nayves | } 04:% 7; Th) 


Pale that face whoſe beautye tharm'de;! LL TER 
Of whoſe ſmyles-a kyng was pronde 7 2 
Pale thoſe handes a ſceptre arm'degu on hh 
| Wrapped in a drearyeſhroude } 


| Mangled is that neck and 'breaſfe; "= 440140007} +» 
That een envye fair allow%d 47 dt fo | 

Where all graces were exprefsd.aa__y ip t( - 
Wrapped in a drearyeſhroud! 1 7nd be 


Charmes, whoſe luſtre brighte hath ſhot Ir 

Nowe, alas ! halle ſhyne'no more; ' BASIN 5; j= 4 
"Tranſient charmes—for entfellaywwewr: Labret pp, vo! 
Pompe and pow 're—for" ever o'er, Pr blotter dz # 


Nowe no more ſhall thoſe brights eyes © Milk Pp 
Weepe to heare the tale of '\priefe'; hood 6 oh 
Nor, when pale-fac'd ſorrow cryes, bis! © FF 4 F137 £57 
Shalle thoſe bandes [extende reliefe,”: ENS 41 


Bur, ſweete queene, thou Rille! tl reighs | 

| On a brighter throne aboye, ; FR 
Where no fiend thy peace"ſhall Win, OVEN» 
Nor enſnare thy monarch's love. 


, ” F 
, by 
" Een 
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E'en on earthe thy fame ſhall bloome  - bh Sek 
Brighter for th' oppoſing ſhade; 
And thy name, in tymes to come, 
Pure and virtuous be diſplay'de, - - 


And thy grave a hallow'd fbrine, 
Tho? but turfe the ſpot adorne : 

There ſhalle manye a forme divine, - 
Guarde thy aſhes, eve and morne. 


Pictye (negleed fayre !)_ Ye 

Off with griefe ſhall wander neare; 

And, in pangs of ſad deſpaire, 
On the greene turfe drop a teare; 


There ſhall come the numerous thronge _ 
Of the wretched thow'ſt reliev?d, | 

Tale to telle, as ſweete as longe, 
Of the goode workes thov'ſt atchiev'de. 


Ever ſhall thy foes be ſcorn'd, _ TETICY 
And, with hearte-felte teares and fighes, 
Shall thy hapleſs fate be mourn'de—— 
For with thee religion dies, 


9 Trad Henrye, bloodye kyng, hn 
Darke thy future yeares ſhall rolle ; 

Conſcience, with her venom'd fiyng, | 
Longe ſhall laſh thy guiltye ſoule. 


Vor., IV, 1, +: When 


I 
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| When more pleaſure thou haſt had, | 
Pall'd with beautye, glutt with bloode, 
- Thou ſhalt mourne, tho' nowe fo gladde, 
| Thou ſhalt dye, tho? nowe fo proude. 


x11, 


"The LADYE and the PALMER. 


Now firſt printed. 


T HE view of manors ſtretch'd afarre 
& Will not ſoothe ſorrowe's pow're:" 
Soe ſang a ladye, riche and fayre, 
As ſhee ſat in her bow'r, 
5 'Tho' foule befall mee for my meede, 
« And foule be thoughte the worde ; 
« Woulde heav'n mee ſpeede, alive or deade, 
«« To ſee my abſente lorde !? 


: Twas 


m6: abc 247 


'Twas *baut the tyme of curfeu vers 
When, all in blacke arraye, 
With crofſe to praye, and' beads to tell, - 

| A Palmer came that waye. 

«© Goe, page, and calle thy ladye fayre,;” 
Aloude hee did commande; 

« Tell her a, Palmer's awaiting beare, 
«« Come from the halye londo.” 


The Palmer ſaw that foot- page run, 

| (As he ranne at the ring,) _ | 
' The Palmer look'd till the bow're be won, 
And hearde the ladye fing : 
_ © Tho? foule beefall mee for my meede, 

&* And foule be thoughte the warde, _ 
& Woulde heav'n mee ſpeede, alyve or deade, 
_ © To ſee mye abſente loxde!” _ 


& Nowe welcom, holye Palmer, and tell 

__ & Thy tydinges unto mee.” 

« Oh, ladye, it is nat manye a daye, 
*« Since I thy lorde'did ſee.” 

& Oh when wyll hee adone wed the warrs? 
«© Sweete Palmer, tell ta mee.” 

© Oh ladye, hee's nowe adone with the Kates 
** In truthe I tell to thee,” 


bs « Alafſe! 
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a Alafle ! ! what woundes bath hee got 1 "the field 
| ©& Deare Palmer, tell to mee.” 


« Oh, hee has had woundes, but nowe _ re need, 


© Tn truthe I tell to thee.” 
_ © But is there noe token that hee hath are 
| © Noe token of love to mee ?_ 
«© Noe relique o'the roode, or pearle vitae; 
« Or gaude of the eaſte countrie 2?” J 


« 'Oh, I've no relique, of eaſtern gaude, 

__ « Fayre ladye, to bring to thee ; 
«« But I come to tell, that thy hapleſſe lorde— 

« 1s dying in the eafte countrie.” 

Oh then that ladye's groans and cries | 
Reecchoed piteouſlye ; 

The teares that fell from her brilliante eyes 
Ran like the ara hd free, 


& Oh Palmer, ill befall to fide, 

& For what thou telleſt mee! 
_ © But nowe will I wende to the eaſt countrie, 
&« My dying lorde to ſee. 
« And tho' foule befall mee for my meede, 
«© And foule bee thoughte the worde, 


s Goode heav'n mee ſpeede! for, alyve or deade, 


«+ T'l ſee my deareſt lorde. 
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« And nowe, my foot-page, run, I praye, 
. _ «& On thy ladye's laſt, laſt boone ; 
_ & Get a pylgrim's gowne of blacke or of graye, | 
| « With ſcripp and ſandal ſhoone : 
« And take theſe ſilken gaudes with thee, 
.& And take thys kyrtle o' green; 
«© For 'tis not befitting widowes, like mee, 
4 In ſuch garbe to be ſecne. 


© And cut theſe wanton locks, I praye, 
« And take my golde ryngs three ; 
« For in pylgrims garbe I'll take my waye, 
« To my lorde in the eaſte countrie. 
« And nowe tho? foule befall my meede, 
« And foule bee thoughte the worde, 
«© Goode heav*n mee ſpeede ! for, alive or deade, 
&« Tl ſee my deareſt lorde,” 


Then up aroſe that Palmer man, - 

| Amazd ſuch love to ſee; 

| For the ladye already ſome paces had ranne, 
In her waye to the eaſt countrie. 

« Ladye, ſtaye! for from th holye londe 
&© Thy lorde's laſte wordes I bringe 

_ & And lo! to my care, from off hys hande, 

 « He pledg'd thys golden ring.” 


L3 The 


The ladye ſprang, and ſeiz'd the ring, / 
_ And a ſhow?'re of teares ſhee ſhedde;' of 

_*« Now I knowe-by thys-pledge,' m_ hou of 6 vine | 
«© 'That my deare lorde 4s deade, | 

« Yet ſtille, tho? foule befalle my meede, 

 & And foule bee thoughte the worde, 

« Would heav'n mee ſpeede! rho? hee be "__ 
« rd ſee my dear-lov'd lorde.” 


« Oh weepe not, ladye, weepe not foe, 
__ &. Nor 'gainſt thy tall fate firyveg "oo 
<« For ſhouldt thou ſee bim, thou welle doſt knowe, 
« Thou coulde'ſt not make hym lyve. 
< But calme thy mynde, (oh ladye fayre! 
« But calme thy mynde, I prayes 
£© Nor let that carſed fiend defpayre 
& Thus 'whelm thee with difmaye.” 


© Oh cruel Palmer ! ſay not foe, 
© Nor think to comforte mee ; 
&« And tho' *cwould but increaſe my woe, 
«« My deade lorde ] woulde ſee.” - - 
&« Alaſſe ! alaſſe! thou ladye fayre! — 
« But if it ſoe muſte bee, _ 
& IT can by learned lore declare, 
«© How thou thy lorde mayſte fee.” 
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« Oh fayſt thou ſoe, thou Palmer deare ? 
&« Nowe ſhalt thou have golde and fee: 

« Thea telle mee, Palmer, telle mee, where 

_ «6 My deade lorde I may ſee? 

Then quick that wily Palmer led 
The ladye to the bow're, 

And in a booke full long hee reade, 

_ Whyle faſte her tears did poure, 


& Oh I knowe well, by this blacke booke, 
. © That he'll appeare this nighte; 
© But whyte and ghaſilye hee wyll looke, 
& And will thee much affryghte,” 
© Oh I care not,” the ladye ſayde ; 
© Tho! foule be thoughte the worde, | 
| 6 Woulde heay'n mee ſpeede! tho' hee bee deade, | 
* Vd ſee my deareſt lorde.? 


© On yon kirk-greene, at darke mydaights, 

_ « Thy deade lorde will appeare : 

© Far off you'l fee his haplefle ſp'rite— 
** But, ladye—goe not neare. 

© Soe nowe goe chaunte full manye a prayer, 
© Devoute upon thy knee ; 

*« And to the kirke-greene at nighte repayre, 
«© Thy deade lorde for to ſee.” 


L 4 | Nowe 
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Nowe roſe the moone with folemn pryde, 
| Sweete nighte's enchaunting queene, 
| And over the lonelye arhes 106'0 wide Wag! 
Was ſhed her filver ſheene. © | 
And then cam forth. that ladye faye, We 7% 
And to the kirk-greene wente= 
Colde blewe the blaſte—and her ſweete' haire, 
Was all with dewe Owe 


And nowe the houres had potie their rounde, 
And drearye was the greene, [7 
And nought was hearde ſave the tine founde 

Of the blaſte that blewe {o keen, 
Yet till thee ſigh'd, * Tho' foul my 'weede, 
« Ard foule bee thoughte the worde, 


« Woulde heav'n mee-ſpeede ! tho? hee bee dead, .$ 


. & I'd ſee my deare-lov'd lord,” 


» 


Scarce had ſhee ſpoke ; 'when from. the caſts. | 

A ghoſtelye forme did glide— 75 We} 

Shee ſtarred wilde—ſhe ſnmiote her breaſte— 

And on the kirk-greene dyed. 
The Palmer threw afyde the ſheete, 

| And frantic rav'd and cry'd;,' 

Then curs'd his avarice indiſcreete, _ 

And by the ladye dy*'d, ' 
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| AL... m 
HO LET MAYTAG 
Tat two Parts, "Re 


Now Gr printed. 


Part Fir. 


HE ni Al was darke, the blaſte blew colde, 
And loude the tempeſte roar'd ; 
Blue lightnings flaſh'd from pole to pole, 
The ſtormie torrenfe pour'd; 
Mankinde, both hie and lowe, i in bed 
Were ſhelter'd ſafe and 1 warme ; 
Save one diſtrated mayde, who fled. 
Mong alle the thickeſt ſtorme. ” 


And ever on} anon | thee ſped | 
Where moſte the tempeſte pour'd, = 
And where the thunders overheade Phbog 
With loudeſt terror warr'd: _ | 
Thro* loneſom dell or drearye glade, 
Or kirkeyarde graves among, | 
Shee wander'd alle wylde, and thus (poore mayde) 
_ With madlike glee ſhe ſung: 


> | | & Beate, | 


154 OLD BALL AD " Wt 


_ © Beate, beate, yee wyndes ; yee torrents, poure ; 
« Fighte, warring cloudes above ; 
« Flaſh, lightnings, flaſh ; loude thunders, roare ; 
« But hurte not mye true love : 
& For hym I ſeeke both nighte and daye, 
&© For hym bewilder'd rove; _ 
«« Yee lightnings, light mee on my waye, 
6 In ſearche of my true love, | 
« For hym I beare the ſummer's burne, - 
«© And brave the wiotrie wynde;z 
« And daye and nighte for hym I mourne, 
«© For hee has provd unkinde; 
« Yee torrentes, ruſh ; yee thunders, roare ; 
6+ Flaſh, flaſh, thou angrie Kkie ; 
«« For I ſhall ſee my love no more, 
« AndI for bym will dye. YN ny 


«© 'The colde, colde nighte 1 is darke a dreare, 
&« And I cannot finde mye love ; 
© Ah mee!—Þve ſearch'd both farre and neare; 
« Where, wanderer, canſt thou rove ? | 
« But I'll purſue and ſtop thy ſpeede— 
« And oh! for thy ſcorne to mee, | 
«© I'll make thy hearte like mine to bleede, 
« And then [11 oye with thee,” - 


A valiant 
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A valiant knighte was ryding 569M 
All in the ſtormie raine; 8 ELYTE'N 
And hee hearde the haplefle daniel age 
And bitterlye complayne, © | 
She frantic o'er the wyld heathe ſprung, 
And frantic cry'd aloude ; 
Then ſtop'd the knighte, and thus ſhee furg, | 
While hee all wond'ring ſtoode : | 


© Ob turne, ſyr knighte, thy milkwhite Neede, 
«© And heare my mourneful ſonge; 
«© And then in valiante knightelye deede 
_  & Returne and righte my wrong 2: 
 « I lov'd a knighte, and lov'd hym true, | 
« And conſtante love he ſwore, 
& But hee's prov*d falſe, and I muſte IC nn 
« And [ muſte {till deplore, 


« Hee lives at yonder glitt'ring tow're, 
« Hee lives nor thinkes of mee ; 
* Oh knighte, T'd blefle thy valour's pow” re, 
© Coulde I the traytor ſee : 
© Then turne, ſyr knighte, thy milkwhite ſteede, 
© 'The waye it is not longe 
© And maye th' ladie you beſte love bee thie meede, 
*« If thou wilt righte mie wrong !” 


« Yes 
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« Yes, I will righte thy wrong, faire mayde,” 
The gentle knighte reply'd; _ 
_ & But I can ſee noe tow're diſplay'd, 
_ «© The darkſom nighte doth hyde.” 
&« Oh yes, on yonder hille,” thee cry'd, 
+ That faithleſſe knighte doth dwelle ; 
« "Twas thro' the lightnings gleame I ſpy'd. 
& The glitt rang tow'r full welle.” 


« If on mye Pr poore mayde, thouv'lt ryde, 

_ _« My ſlteede ſhall carrye thee.” 

& Yes, knighte, \I'll goe,” the mayde wad 
© The combat for to ſee.” 

And nowe they rode with haſtic ſ peede, 
And ſoone they reach'd the hille, 

| And ſoone they reach'd the tow're decreede 

Their purpoſe to fullfille. | 
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Part Second. 


Pe By Arouze ! arouze ! thou faithleſs knighte, 
&« Arouze! thou ſtonie breaſte.” | 
«© Who dares,” he cry'd, © in this dreade nighte, 
« Who dares diſturbe mie reſte ?? 
®& It's thy true love, whom thou didft ſlighte, 
« 'That calls thee from thie bed: 
« Arouze! arouze ! thou faithleſſe kvighte, | 
« Arouze to fighte or wed py 


# 3 


The knighte aroſe and op'd the gate, 
And ſawe his love ſtande there 
Her face, that was ſo fayre of late, 
Was ſtayn'd with manye a teare : 
Her lips, once redd as autumn fruite, 
| Were pallid nowe and coarſe ; 
Her voyce, once ſweet as the ſylver lute, 
Was nowe as the raven's hoarſe, 
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A faded wreathe was upon her browe, 
Her gowne alle \rude and rente; 
And her haire, that once ſoe brighte did fone, 
Was all with dewe beſprente. 
_ © I am thy owne true love, deare begs, 
«& And I am com to wedde, 
« In my brydal garments alle FATTY 
« And mye garlande on mye heade. 


« To the holie kirke, love, wee?t repayre, - 
| _ «& As bryde and brydegroome gaye ; A 
 & The lightnings, that arounde. us glare, 
© Shall cheare us ON the waye : | « 

« Of the greene, greene graſſe, ſo ſoft with dewe, 

« Wee*l make our brydal bed; 
« And of hemlocke fayre, and vighthade blue, a; 
6A pillowe for our heade. 


« The thunders, that ſo loudlye roare, 
& Shall bee our mulicke, love ;- | 

«© And wee will fing while the raine doth poure, > 
& Soe merrylic we will rove: 

&« And when I'm deade, with my brydal ring. 
& Let mee bee layde fulle lowe ; _ 

« And over the greene turfe dance and iſs , 

«* For my hearte ſhall leave 1 its woe Bb, 
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The knighte hee trembled fad and fore, 

| As hee ſawe hys true love ſtande; 
| Shee ſprang and kiſt hym o'er and o'er——- 
But hee puſh'd backe her hande. 


|  « Oh fighte," thee cry'd, © my firanger knighte, 


«© Oh fighte, for thou arte ſtrong 
« Lo! hee returnes my love gu ſpyte, 
« Revenge a OT" s wrong.” 


_ Go get,” hee cry'd, © thy Groade and ſhielde, 
« And get thy helme and fpeare; 
« For I will make thy proude hearte yeilde, 
- ., 4 To revenge this damſel deare.” 
« Yes, I will get my ſworde and ſbielde, 
«4 AndI will get mye ſpeare; 
« For there's no knighte to whom I'll yeilde, 
« No knighte whom I will feare.* 


Then foughte thoſe knightes all in the fieldes, 
They foughte for manye an houre 


They broke their ſpears, they cleav'd their ſhields, 


And their bloode in ſtreames did poure 
And thrice they ſtop'd, with toil o'erſpent, 
To wipe their bleeding browez 
And thrice they drank, with one conſente, 
Where the purling ftreame did flowe, 
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And whyle they, foughte with Ry rothe, 
The mad mayde fat and ſung 2. 

« Fighte on, fighte on, my champi 
& The woodlande hills among3 .. FOI 

«© And hee that lives ſhall bave mye. yoo 

_ _ «© Pl twine our heartes in one; - 

_ © Fighte on, fighte on, my champions bathe, 

_ 66 *Till the bloody was. $ Won, 


6 Th weave a avail for _ that? Q flayne,. » 
« And faſte my teares ſhall flowe: _ 

&« Fighte on, my knighter, to ſoothe my payne, 2% 
« For my heart is ſicke with woe: We 

_ ©& T'll fing and praye for hym that's flayne, "EP 
& And mourne both day and nighte; _ 

&« For 'tis my hearte's bloode your ſhieldes doth ſane, 
6 * My woes—for which ye bghte,” Ps 

Full long they foughte, until, o'ercome, 
The faithlefſe knighte did fall : 

& Wrong'd mayde,” he cry'd, ** thy cauſe hath won, 
© Come heare my dying call.” 

Then up ſhee ſprang in frantic mood, 
And kiſs*d his pale, pale cheek ; 

And, frantic, dranke the ſmoaking bloade 

That from hys woundes did recke. 
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« Oh this flowes from that hearte,” ſhee oP d, 
« That cauſed mee ſo deare; 

« But now, in a ruſhing crimſon tyde, 

« Tt payes mee teare for teare.” 
Then from the gaping wounded ſyde 

- His quiv'ring hearte ſhee tore, 
And to the knighte, with frantic pryde, 
The bloodye prize ſhee bore. 


« Oh this the ſtonie hearte,” ſhee cry'd, 
© That caus'd mye teares to flowe, 

« And made mee roam the lande ſoe wyde, 

4 In alle the pangs of woe :" 

| Then to the deade knighte did ſhee hie, 
And layde her by bys ſyde ; 

She kiſs'd the hearte, and with a figh— 

| That hapleſſe mad mayde dy'd. 
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The BRYDAL BED. 


Now feſt printed. 


T was a mayde.of low degree 

A. Sat on her true love's. grave, - i 

And with her teares moſt piteouſlye = 

The greene turfe ſhee did laves 

' Shee ſtrew'd the flow're, ſhee pluck'd the weede, 
And ſhow'rs of teares ſhee ſhed: 

« Sweet turfe,” ſhee cry'd, *.by fate decreede . 

_ © To bee my brydal bed! - 


& Pye ſett thee, flowre, for that the flow're 
© Of manhoode lyeth here; +- 
&« And water'd thee with +47-oiancka 
«© Of manye a brinye teare.” 
And ſtill ſhee cry'd, 4 Oh ſtaye, my love, 
«« Mye true-love, ſtaye for mee ; 
6 Staye till Pye deck't my brydal bed, 
_* AndIyill followe thee, 
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&« T pluck'd thee, weede, for "uu weede 
« Did 1n hys boſom 8rowe:; 

&« But ſweeteſt flow!res, from virtue's, ſeede, 
«© Did there ſpontaneous blowe : 

« But ah !- thear-beabtequs rints no, more 
« Their balmye fragrance ſhedde, 

« And I muſt firewe this meaner'flow're, 
«© To decke my RW bed, + 


Sweete- turfe, thy. greene-more grecne appeares, — 


« Teares make thy verdure-growe ; 
« Then ftille P11 water. thee with my teares, 
«© That thus profuſelye flowe. 2 
« Oh ſtaye for mee, .departed youthe, 
« My true-love, ſtaye-for mee; __ 
« Staye till Pye: deck't my brygal bet 
6c And I will followe Vs! | 


0 This be aw'rye rome hee wore . 
 * To decke bys bryde, dear youthe?! 
« And this the.riog with which my love 
© To mee did plighte-hys 4roth ; 
* And this dear-ring I-was tokeepe, ' 
« And with it to bee, wed——- 
© But here, alag'! 1 ſighe and- \REPEs © 
*« To decke my brydal bed.” 


M 2 A blith« 
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A blithſom knighte came riding bye, - 
And, as the brighte moone ſhone, - 
Hee ſaw her on the greene turfe lye, 
And hearde her piteous moane 3 
- For loude ſhee cry'd, ** Oh. ſiaye, my love, 
« My true-love, ſtaye for mee; 
_ & Staye till I've deck't my brydal bed, 
4+ And I will followe thee? — 


_ © Oh aye,” hee cry'd, * fayre mayden,' faye, 
© What cauſe doth worke thy woe, 2. 
<« That on a colde grave thou doſt laye, 
&« And faſte thy teares o'erflowe.” 
& Oh! I have cauſe to weepe for woe, / 
« For my true-love is deade z/—_o 
'« And thus, while faſte my teares x oferflowe, 
« I decke my Why bed.? FETs 


« Be ROS faire mayde,” the knighte reply' 0, 
In & 'Thou art too zoung to dye;  _ 

&« But goe with mee, and be my bryde, .- ' 
. ©. And leave the old to fighe”— 
But till ſhee cry'd, * Oh ſtay, my love, 

« My true-love, ſtaye for mee; 
«© Staye 'till Pve deckt my brydal, bed, 
# * And I will followe thee. 
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&« Oh leave,” he cried, © this griefe ſo colde, 
'« And leave this dreade deſpayre, 
«© And thou ſhalt flauvte in robes of golde,: 
« A ladye riche and fayre : 
«© Thou ſhalt have halls and caſtles fayre, 
« And when, ſweete mayde, wee wedd, 
<< Oh thou ſhalt have much coſtlye geare, 
« To GT: thy brydal bed,” 


« Oh holde thy peace, thou cruel kaighte, 
«© Nor urge mee to deſpayrez 
44 With thee my troth I will not plighte, 
« For all thy proffers fayre : 
« But I will dye with my own true-love— _ 
« My true-love, ſtaye for mee ; 
« Staye till I've deck'd my brydal bed, 7 
«© And I will followe thee. | . 


& Thy halls and caſtles I deſpiſe, 
© This turfe is all I crave; 
« For all my hopes, and all my joyes, 
« Lye buried in this grave : 
* I want not golde, nor coſilye geare, 
© Nowe my true-love is deade; 
* But with fading flow*r and ſcalding teare 
+ I deck my brydal bed,” 


"FB8 « Oh! 
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OY © Oh! ! bee my vr, i thou weeping” fayre, Jet 


*© Oh ! bee my bryde;. T'praye'; _ FLOAT. 
« And I will build # tombe moſt rare, 
« Where thy true love ſhall laye 2 
But ſtille with teares ſhee: ery'd, 6 My love, 
1 588 My true-love, ſtaye for mee; 
& Staye 'till I've deck't my brydal bed, 
_« And1I will followe thee. TW 


«© My love needs not a tombe' ſo rare, 

& In a green grave wee will lye*;* 

« Our carved workes—theſe flow rero 'fayre, | 
« Our canopye—the ſkye. © 


& Now goe, ſyr knyghte, nowe goe thy wayer— 


« Full ſoone I ſhall bee deade— 
« And then returne, in ſome rw wn, oor 
_ « Anddeck my brydal bed. 


« And firewe the flow're, and pluck the thorne, - 
« And cleanſe the turfe, I praye ; {4 
« So may ſome hand thy turfe/adorneg - 
«+ When thou in grave ſhatc laye: 

« But ſtaye, oh thou' whom'deare I On” 
6 My true-love, ftaye for mee; 
« Staye till I've'deck'c my brydal bes, 

« And I will followe thee.” 
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& No, mayde, I will not goe my wayes, 

_& Nor leave thee here alone ; 

i« Nor, while deſpayre upon thee preys, 
« NegleQe thy woeful moane ; 

<& But I will aye and ſhare thy woe, 
« My teares with thine I'll ſhedd ; 

©« And helpe thee plucke the flow'r, to firews. 
"06 Ofer thy ſad RE. bed.” 


| Nowe from the churche came rate the prieſte, 
 Hys midnight chaunte was done, 
And much the hapleſs mayde hee preite 
' To ceaſe her piteous moane : 
Forth ſhee cry*d, ©* Oh flaye, my love, 
© My true-love, fitaye for mee ; 
_ S$taye ti} Pve deckt my brydal bed, 
* And I will followe thee.” 


167 


_* Oh! kneele with TRE hee ery'de, 5 gearc mayd, 


« Oh! kneele in holye prayer ; 

« Haplye kind heav'n may ſend thee ayde, 
« And ſoothe thy dreade deſpaire.”? 

4 I blame not heav'n,” the mayde reply'd, 
** But mourne my true-love deade; 

_ © Andon bhys greene grave I will Lond 

6« For 'tis my brydal bed.” 


M 4 


The 
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The haplefſe mayde knelt downe, for'feare © 

That holye prieſte ſhoulde blame z ” © 1 

But ſtill with every-hallow'd; prayere, 
She ligh*d her true-love's name, | 41 

And ſoftlye cry'd, + Oh ſtaye, my love, 

_ *« My true love, ſtaye for mee; 

« Staye *rill 've deckt my brydal bed, 

= Aod I will followe thee.”? 


"$6 Enough, enough, thou-ſore-tried deare!” - 
The weeping knighte exclaim'de; | 
« Enough I've tried thee, matchleſs fayre, 
_« And bee the tryal blam'd : 
6« T am thy love, thy own rve-lor | 9 

& And I am come to.wed ; rib-£9 v6 


«« Nor ſhall this turfe thy _ _ prove, | 
6 Nor bee thy brydal 'bed.. 


« T'amak nighte of noble name, 
+ And thou of lowe degree; 
* Soe like a ſhepherde; poore- I came, 
«« To prove thy conſtancye.” 
But ſbee, with: woe. forlorne, Riill cry'd, - 
_ « My true-love, ſaye for: mee ; « 
& Sraye 'ull I've deck*t my wit boys 
6 And I will followe thee.” | 
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Againe, * Enough, Mon ſore-tried Frey Wie 
The knight in teares exctainde 3 
\ 6 See at thy feete thy+ true-love layde,: | | 
« Of all hys guile aſham'd,” | 
& Forgive mee, mayde—my: love nowe/ prove 
© And let us inſtante weds —_ 
& And thou with tears of: joye, my love, 
oy Shalt decke thy brydal bed.” | 


« And art thou him ?*?—exclaim'd the mayde, C 
«© And doſt thow live ??—ſhee cry'd: 

«* Too cruel love !”'—ſhee faintlye fay*d— 
Then wrung his hande—and dy'd— 

_« Staye,” cried the knighte, all woebegon, 

&© Now ſtaye, wy love, for mee; 

« Staye *rnll Pve deckt- our brydal nnd 

& And I will followe thee.” 


| In vaine the prieſte, with holye lore, 
By turnes did foothe and chide ; 

The knighte, diſtraſted, wept fulle ſore, 
An4 on the green tufte dy'd— 

And uncerneathe/(may heav'n chem ſave :) 
The lovers both were layde;z/ 

And thus, in truth, the green-tuft grave 

| Became their brydal bed. 
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XVe 
The Lordliog Peaſante. 
Io two Pas, 
Now firſt | IO Y 


"Ip 


Part the Firſt; 


HE baron ſat on-hys caſtle walle, 
And behelde both-dale and downe ; 
The manors that ftretch'd ſoe farre arounde | 
He knewe to be all bys © owne. 


The warders blewe their foonding hornes, 
And their banners wav*diin-aires 

| Their hornes reſounded-o'er the dale, 

Their banners ſhone afatre. 


The baron he figh'd as hee look'd above, 
And hee figh*d as he look'd adowne, 
Altho? the riche manors that ſtretch'd foe farre 

Hee knew-to bee all hys owne, | 
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Up then aroſe hys antient nurſe, 
'That had borne hym on her knee; 

« And why doſte thou 6ghe, thou noble P—_— 
« Ata lighte ſoe fayre to ſee?” 


And againe beſpake that antiente nurſe, 
That had borne hym on her knee': 

« And why doſte thou bghe? it's-alle thie owne 
|  « That thou foe farre doſte ſee.” 


Oh then beſpake that noble baron, 

And heavilye ſpake hee: 
« But I've never a true and faythful wyfe, 
4 To ſhare it alle with mee. 


« And if I ſhoulde marrye a courtlye dame, 
« (Alas, that-it ſoe-ſhould' bee!) 
_ « She'd love mye caſtles and love mye landes, 
«© But ſhee would not care for mee,”” 


Oh then beſpake-that antiente vurſe +. 
«© Nowe take advice of mee ;. 
«© If you'd have a true wyfe,-then goe and wed | 
** Some mayden of lowe,degree. » 
© And bee diſguis'd in playne attire, 
+ Like ſome young. peaſante rove, 
* And let her not knowe thie hie degree ; 
* 50e ſhalte thou prove her love.” 


Then 
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Then called the baron wy yorg foot. page, 
- Full loudly called hee; | 
The bonnye foot page full. (nfl 1 ran, 
And ES upon hys knee. | 


«© Oh hark thay well, my- young foot-page, 334 


__ © To what] telle to thee ; 
« And keepe thee my ſecret faythfullie, 
_ ** And thou ſhalte have golde and fee. 


<« Goe bring mee here a'peafante's coate, 
«4 With hoſe and ſhoone alſoe, 

& And artefullye diſguiſe my face, 

| «© That noe one maye mee knowe. 


66 And when I goe, and when- I come, 
« Let noe one knowe from thee; 
« But keepe thee my ſecret faithfullie, 
«+ And thou ſhalte have golde and fee.” - 


The ſun-beames gilte the diſtante hilles, 
And on the ftreames did playe, ; 
When, in a peaſante's' homelye yarbe,- 

That baron tooke hys waye. 


The earlye pilgrims blithe he hail'd, 
That o'er the hills dyd ſftraye; *' 


And manye an earlye huſbandeman, 


'That hee met on hys waye. 
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The newe-wak'd birdes their mattins ſung, 
In wildlye warbling laye, 

 Whyle thro? fulle manye a lonelye path 
The baron tooke hys waye, 


And blithe and merrylie dyd hee wende, 
And blithe and merrylie hie'd, 
Until he cam to a rural cott, _ 

Where a mayden fayre dyd *byde. 


"Tho? lowelye and unpknowne to fame, 
This mayde was paſhng fayre ; 
Like ſome ſweete violet, that, in vale 
Sequeſter'd, ſcents. the aire, 


Sweete was the melodie of her voyce 
The woodlande wyldes among 3 


Soe ſweete—tbat.woodweles on the ſpraye. 


Sat lif ning to her ſong, 


© But, more than alle, her youthful hearte 


Was fraughte with virtue's lore ; 
More fayre, more tender, and more true, 
Was mayden ner befqre, 


The mayden ſtode at her cottage oate, 
| Her nurſling lambes to. feede, 


And thee ſawe the blithſome itranger youthe 


Come tripping o'er the meade, 


-_ 
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The mayden«ſtoode beſyde her cot, | BASE 
To view the morning ſcene, © 5 Wind = 
And ſhee ſawe therblithſome- Srndgar youths. OY OS. 
Come tripping o'er the greenec + | 4-44" 1 


And lo! with manya Ride cnenſty NET: 

The youthe woulde there remayne z 

Whyle manye a wilye tale hee tolde, '- - 
Her ſimple hearte to-gayne. CEDIES 


And ſoone her ſighes and bluſhes tolde _ 
She dyd the youthe approve; 


For where's the mayde that can reſiſte 


The vowes of faithful love. 


d Pre a cowe——. 
« And manye a ſheepe befyde— 

© And I've a field of ripening corge—/.. 
«& Aod Pll wakes thee my bryde!” | 


The k@niog damſel heads hys vowes, 
And thrice for joye-ſhee ſigh'd ; 


|  Shee thought the young ST riche, - 


| And vow'd to bee MPS DEI EE | 


And ofte her mother hearde the tale, 
Nor dyd the dame repyne:  __ 
« And if thou canſt keepe her, ſtranger youtde, 
*© The damſel ſhall bee thyne,” - IE v2 
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Oh then ** Farewell, my 0X fayre, ” 
The lordling peaſante cry'd ; | 

« For I muſte wende for manye a wyle, 

« 'Ere I can take a bryde;”? 


« Oh ſaye not ſoe, "thou Agios: youthe, 
_«« Oh ſfaye not ſoe I praye; 
4 For if thou doſt goe, oh I ſhall rue 


«© That e*er yo came thys waye.” 


ce Oh I muſte goe, thou eharming- mayde,"” 
The lordeling peaſante cry*d; 4 
« For I muſte wende for nai a myle, 
« 'Fre I can take a Ng ad 


« Oh habe not ſoe, ahow ſtranger youthe, 
« Oh ſaye not ſoe, I praye ; "IF « 

© For ever, untill thou comeſt agayne, 
« Muſte I Weepe the livelong daye.” 


« Yes, I muſte 'goe, thou charming mayde, 
*« I can noe longer ſtaye ; 

© Tho' ever, untilt There returne, 
« Muſt I ?moane the livelong daye. 


«« But if, before T'com agayne, 
« This paſſing month ſhall lyde, | 


** Oh then noe more awaite for mee, 
** But bee another's bryde; 


_ « For 
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& For deathe may meete mee on the waye, 
© And from thie armes divyde ; 

© Or dire misfortune blaſt my joyes, 

 * And 'rive mee of my bryde,” - 


' Oh then faſte flow'd that mayden's teares, 
 Whyle tenderlye ſhee cry'd: 

« Believe mee, deare youthe, tho? thou ſhould dye, 
«© I'll bee noe other's bryde.” 


The mayden's face with griefe was ſad— 
Her cheeke was wet with teares— 

Soe the pale lilly, beſprente with rayne, 
Or dewe-dropt roſe, pn. 6's 


And nowe for manye a wearye myle 

Her lover hied hys waye; 
| The murmuring wyndes, that then dyd blows, - 
Dyd wafte bys ſighes that daye... 


| And when hee came to hys own domayne, 
And to hys caſtle gate, 

 Hys foote-page faithfullie dyd wayte 

To let bym in thereat, 


The warders blewe their ſounding hornes, 
And their banners wav'd in aire ; 

The hornes reſounded o*er the dale, 
'The banners ſhone afarre, 
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. Part the Second, 


AND nowe for manye weekes and monthes 
| The baron hee dyd —_ | 
Nor dyd hee ſeeke hys deare-loy'd may 7Y 

For manye a livelon g daye, 


 Andaltho' the tender fighe it colte, 
And heartfelte teare dyd move, | 

Full manye a monthe hee ſlay'd awaye, 
Her coultancye t to prove. | 


At length hee call'd'hys knightes and *ſquires, 


And neighboures of hie degree, 
To travel in all the pompewof ſtate, 
The lovelye mayde to ſee. 


And hee hath call'd hys yong foot-page, 
And thus full loude dyd faye: 

& With coſtlye gems, and with robes of ſtate, 
5+ Oh decke mee forthe this daye !? 
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And nowe with gaye and gallante trayne | 
That baron tooke hys waye; | 

The golden ſun, that ſoe brighte doth ſhyne, 
 Dyd gilde bys: pompe that daye. | 


| Blithſom they blewe their ſounding. bares: 
And their banners wav'd in aire; 
\ Their hornes reſounded oer the hills, 
| Their banners ſhone afarre. 


The nj ſtoode at her garden pale, 
In hopes her love © eſpye; | 

And every peaſante that ſhee ſawe, 
She heay'd a heartefelte ſighe. 


_ # Alas, and woe is mee !” the cry'd, 


«© Coulde I my love but ſee ! 
& I feare the ftrapger youthe hee i is ; deade, 
*« "Ce thinkes noe more of mee.” 


Thus figh'd the mayde as o'er the playne 
Shee look'd for her true love, 

When ſudden the ſawe the gallante trayne, 
Towardes her cottage move, 


And ſoone the baron bath crols*d the greene, 
And caughte her by the hande, _. 

And oe tender bath kiſs'd her bluſhing cheeke, 

- As tremblipg ſhee dyd ſtande, 
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Hee fat the mayde upon hys knee, | oh : 
And gentlye ſooth'd her feares; PCT PET'S Z 
And often preſte her gallantelye, TOOEary OT uv 
To dry her cauſeleſs teares. © 


Then preſſing ſofte her minbring hande, 
With artful ſmyles, hee cry'd: a 

« Fayre mayde, Pre hearde thy beauty $ fame, 
* And thou ſhalte bee thy bryde,” 


The mayden figh'd to heare bys wordes, 
Nor coulde hys fondneſs move ; 

For little ſhee thoughte this baron Bay) Y 
Was her own deare true lore. 


« Yet ſtill,” hee cry'd, q tho' I'm a lorde, 
« And renowned is my name, | - 
« Yet thou, beauteous mayde, if thou canſt love= 


** Shalte bee my courtelye dame. 


6 Riche robes of ſtate thall decke thy forme, 
* And a coronet gilde thye browe; | 

{© And a caſtle ſhalte thou have for dow” re, My bh 
& With manors hie and lowe, Ty | 


* Thie *ſquires ſhatl ſounde their golden hornes, 
© And their banners wave in aire ; 
** Their hornes reechoing manye a myle, 
©. Their banners ſhyning farre,” 
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The mayden but figh'd at all hys bribes, 
| Her faithe theye coulde not move ; 
For little ſhee thoughte this baron gaye 
Coulde bee her 'owne true love, 


Thus tho? to gaine the mayden' g Hance, - 

| This gallante baron ſtrove, | | 

Yet till bys grandeurs ſhee all deſpis'd, 
For the youthe that ſhee dyd love. 


And tho' her angrie mother try'd, 
| Her conſtante hearte to move, 


As vaine were her mother's cruel threates, 
As the baron's golden love, | 


And nowe nighte came on, and o'er the playne, 
| The moone's pale glimm'ring ſhone, _ 

When the hapleſſe mayden tooke her waye, 
All friendleſs and alone. by 


All friendeleſſe and alone hee \, ped, 
' And hapleſs dyd ſhee rove, 
O'er manye a hille and many a dale, 
In ſearche of her true love. 


And nowe the pale, pale moone was gone, 
And ſtormye cloudes dyd low're; | 

Her ſighings added to the wyndes, 

_ Her teares encreas'd the ſhow're. 
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Yet ftill o'er drearye heathe and bylle 
| This hapleſſe mayde dyd rove ; 
| And manye a heartefelte ſighe ſhee heav'd, 
| As ſhee ſoughte for her true love, 


| And tho' fulle loude the thunders roll a, 
And wet, wet pour'd the rayne; 

Yet ſtill, in ſearche of her deare-lov'd youthe, 
Shee bray'd the Sore playne, 


Rouz 4 with the roaring of the ſtorme, 
The baron up aroſe, 

And ſoone in ſearche of hys beauteous mayde | 
With anxious ſpeede hee goes. | 


' Butlo! the hapleſſe mayde was got, — = 
| Thro' defſarts wilde to rove, | 
Alafſe | alle ſoe friendlefſe and forlorne, 

In ſearche of her true love,” 


Oh then that baron ſtorm'd and rav'd, 
And hys foote-page loude call'd hee— 

© Oh bring to mee quick my pres garbe,' 

* As quicke as "ou can flee. '— 


Oh then rode forthe this yon [4 baron 
O'er manye a drearye waye, 
When alaſſe ! all on the ſtormye plaine 

Hee ſawe the mayden laye— | 
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"—Ocrcome with toile and ſpente with griefe, | 
That haplefſe mayde had felle— F439." in 0g 
TS — The baron hee wip'd hys quiy' ring brome, 
we | Whyle bys hearte | it 4m to ſwell, 


Hee got hom watgy from the brooke, . 
| And ſprinkl ed o'er the mayde; 
But manye a teare, that from, hym felle, - 
Lente moſte i its | laving, aide, "AE 


Righte glad hee mark*d her ſtruggling breath, 
And bluſhe-reviving face, | 
While tender hee welcom'd her to lyfe_ 
With manye a fonde embrace. 


Then ſoone hee rais'd her on hys ſteede, 
With heart ſoe blithe and gayes _ 

And while the deare mayde ſoe ſofte hee footh'd, 
To hys calle rode awaye, | 


« And art thou founde, my owne true loye, $705 
« And art thou come " th ſhee ſaide : | _ 
«© Then bleſte bee the pighte, and bleſte the houre, 
'_ + When from our cott I fledd! LN 


Thus _ the mayde as faſte they. rode. 
Thro? manye a lonelye wayez 

And ſhee thoughte. to his humble cot 

Her lore would her conyeye. _ 
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But ſoone they reach'd the caſtle wall, - 

And came to the caſtle gate, 
| When loe ! her deare youthe, without ad 
Rode boldelye in (RRrPRR. 


The warders hin their ſounding hornes, 
And their banners wav'd in aire ; 

Their hornes refounded o'er the dale, 
Their banners ſhone afarre, 


Thrice turn*d the mayden wan and pale, 

And with feare her hearte was mov'd, 

When ſhee ſawe the lordelye baron was 
The ſtranger youthe ſhee loy'd. 


But blithe, hee cry'd, © Cheare up, my fayre, 
« And forgive,my pryde, I praye; 

« And lo! for thy faithe ſoe noblie prov'd, 

« Bee this thye brydal daye, 


« Cheare up, cheare up, deare conftante mayde, 
« And ſhare, 411, our. micthe.and glee; 

& For untill the woeful..houre of. deathe, | 

_ & Tl ever prove true. to thee, 


4 Altho' thou waſte but a/lowelye mayde, 
+ Thou'rt nowe my. counteſs gaye; _ 
© Then come, cheare: up, my angel ſoe true, 


* For *tis our bxydal. daye.” 
N 4 The 
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The irbrilevs blewe their ſounding _— 
' And their banners wav'd in aire 3 

- Their hornes reſounded o'er the: dale, | 
Their banners ſhone ys" 


xvi. 


JULIA, a Ballad, | 


O the graves, where fleepe the grade, i 
Hapleſs Julia took her waye ;z. & 
- Gighs to heave, and teares to ſhed, 

| Ofer the ſpot where Damon wks + 7 
Manye a blooming flow'r ſhe bore, + 
Ofer the greene graſs turfe.to chhowes.. EST 
And, while faſt ber teares did poure, * | 
Thus ſbee ſapg to ſoothe her woes © | 
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6 Softe and ſafe tho? lowly grave, - 
« Faſt o'er thee my teares ſhall flowe ; 

- 6 Only hope the hapleſs have, 
«4. Only refuge left for woe, 
- « Conſtant love and grief fincere 

« Shall thy hallow'd turfe pervade; 
6& And many a heartefelte ſigh and teare, 

6 Hapleſs youth, ſhall ſoothe thy ſhade, | 


_ 6 Lighted by the moone's pale ſhine, 
 & See me, to thy mem'rye true, 
6 Lowlye bending at thy ſhrine, 
220 Manye a votive flow're to ſtrewe, 
4 But how little do theſe flow'rs 
_ & Prove my loye and conſtancye! 
66 Yet a few ſad fleeting houres, 
'. 56 And, deare youthe, T1 followe thee; 


66 Roſe replete with ſcent and hue, | 8 

_ © Sweeteſt flow'r that nature blowes, 

_ © Damon flouriſh'd once like you ; 

 _& Nowe o'er him the greene graſs grows, 

* Roſe, go deck his hallow'd grave, re 
« Lilly, o'er the greene turfe twine 3 


__ _#. Honour meete that 'turfe ſhoulde have, 


_* Beauty's bed, and virtue's ſhrine, 


6 Primroſe 
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& Primroſe pale, and violet blue, 
__ 4 Teſw!min ſweete, and eglantine, 
_& Nightly here thy ſweetes I ftrewe, 
& Proude to decke my true-love's ſhrine. 
* Like you, my Damon bloom'd a daye, 
- * He did die and fo muſte you— 
*« But ſuch charms can you diſplay, | 
« Halfe ſo vartuouss half To true ? 


« No, ſweet flow? rets, no ſuch charmes, | 
« No ſuch virtues can you boaſte ;. 
& Yet hee's torn from my fond; arms, 
© Yet my faithful love-is croſt. 
«© But a radiant morne ſhall riſe, 
<< (Loit'ring momentes, faſter flowe;} 
<© When with him Þ ll tread/ the-ſkies, 
_ << Smile at deathe, and laugh at woe.” 


| Thus ſhee ſung, and. ſtrew'd the: flow'r, - 
Beate her breaſte, and wepte; and'ligh'd ; 
And, when toll'd the midnight -houre, 

On the greeae turfe' grave thee dy'd,.. 

_ Manye a nightingale forlorne, 
Sung her knell, 'whyle breezes figh' b; 

| Haughty grandeur heard with: fcorne,, 

R.: How ſo poore a mayden died. 


XVAI. The 


OLD BALLADS 


XVII. 
The RED-CROSSE KNIG HTE. 


Tn Three Parts, ©, 
Now firſt printed, 
Part the Firſt: 


LOWE, warder, blowe thy ſoundinge horne, 
"17h <« And.thy banner wave on hye; Fo 

&« For the chryſtians have foughte in'th* holye lande, 

« And have won the victorye.” 
Loude, loude the warder blewe hys horne, 

And hys banner way'd on bye : 
&© Let the maſs bee ſung, and the bells bee rung ; 

« And the feaſte eate merrilye,” 


Then 
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| Then brighte the caſtyl banners ſhone 
On every tow're on hye, 
And alle the minſtrels ſang aloude, 
| For the chriſtians vitorye: 
And loude the warder blewe bys horne, 
 ...__ © On every turret hye ; 44 
« Let the maſſe be ſung, and the bells be rung, 
_ «And the feaſte eate merrylye.” 
| 


The warder look'd from the tow're.on hye, 
| As farr as hee coulde ſees. - 
6 I ſee a bolde knighte, and, by bys red croſſe, 
_ «© Hee comes from the caſte countrie.” 
' Then loude that warder blewe bys horne, 
And call'd till hee was hoarſe, 
6 There comes a bolde knighte, and on bys ſhielde brighte 
«6 He beareth a flaming croſle,” 


Then downe the lorde of. the caſtyl cam, 
The red-croſle knighte to meete;; _ 
And when the red-croffe knighte he *ſpied, 

Right loving hee did hym greete: 
5 Thou'rt welcome here, ſyr red-crofle knighte, 
| «For thy fame's well knowne to mee ; 
& And the maſſe fall be ſung, and the bells fall be rung, 
« And wee'l feaſte right merrylie;” 


OLD BALLADS 189 


«« Oh I am com from the holye lande, 
« Where Chriſte did live and dye ; 
«© Beholde the device I beare on my ſhielde, 
« The red-croflſe knighte am I : 
« And wee have foughte in the holye lande, 
« And wee've won the vitorye; 
& For with valiant myghte dyd the chriſtians fyght, 
« And made the proude pagans flye,” 


« Thou'rt welcom here, detel red-croſs knighte, 
«6 Come laye thy armoure bye; 

&© And for the good tydings thou doſt bring, 
&« Wee'l feaſte us merrilye : 
_ & For alle in my caſtyl fall $4 ne 
«© 'That wee 've won the victorye ; 

«© And the maſſe fall be ſung, and the bells fall be rung, 
_ & And the feaſte cate enact > u 


« Oh I cannot ſtaye;” cried' the red-erofſe knighte, 
«© But muſt goe to my owne countrie, 


_ #4 Where manors and caſtyls wyll bee my rewarde, | 
« And all for my braverye.” | 
« Oh ſaye not ſoe, thou red-croſs knighte, 
* But if you'l*byde with mee, 
«.With manors ſo wyde, and caſtles s beſyde, 
4 ]']] honoure thy braverye.” 
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6 It cannot ſtaye,” cry%d the red- wok waned 
« Nor can I *byde with thee ; 
«© But I muſte haſte to my king and hys knightes, 
«© Who're waitinge to feaſte with mee.” 
« Oh mynde them not, deare red-croſle knighte, 
« But ſtaye and feaſte wyth mee z 
« And the -maſſe fall be ſung, and the bells be rung, 
os Aud wee'l banquet atrs ” 


| & T cannot ſtaye,” ery'd PE red-croſs knighte, | 
« Nor can I feaſte wyth thee: | 
« But I muſt haſte to a pleaſante- bow? re, 
__ « Where a lady's waiting for mee.” 
&* Oh fay not ſoe, dear red-croſfs knighte, 
« Nor heede that fond ladye; . 
& For ſhee can't compare wyth my daughter ſoe __ 
« And hee ſhall attende on thee.” Dy 


© Nowe muſt T goe,”” cry'd the red-crofle 45 20h 
_ «& For that ladye I'm to wedd ; 
« Aqgd the feaſte gueſtes and _s maydes alle are met) 

« And prepared the brydal bedd,” 

« Nowe naye, nowe naye, thou red-crofſe koighte, 
«© My daughter fall wedd with thee; 

_ & And the maſſe fall bee ſung, and the bells be rung, 

** And wee'l feaſte right merrylic,” | 
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| And now the ſilver lute's ſweete. ſounde 

'_ Reecho'd thro? the halle; 

And in that lorde's faire daughter came, 
With her ladyes cladd in pall. _ 

That ladye was deckt in coſtlye robes, 
And ſhone as bright as daye; 

And wyth courteſye ſweete the knighte ſhee "ag greete, 
And preſste hym for to ſtaye. 


«© Right welcom, brave ſyr red-croſs knighte, 
« Righte welcom unto mee, | | 
* And here I hope long tyme thov'lt ſtaye, 
« And beare us companye. 
« And for thy exploits in the holye lande, 
«© That hath gain'd us the victorye, 
5 The maſſe fall bee ſung, and the bells bee rung, 
« And wee'l feaſte ryght merrilye,” 


L Tho? ever thou preſs mee, ladye oxres 

& I cannot ſtay wyth thee.” 
That ladye frown'd to heare that koighte 

So ſlighte her courteſye, 
** It grieves mee muche, thou ladye fayre, I. 
| 4 That here I cannorflayey | 

_ # For a beauteous -ladye is waiting for mee, 

'* Whom I've not ſeene manye a _daye.” 


_ 8 Nowe 


«<6 Nowe fye on thee, uncourteous knighte, 
« Thou fhouldſt not ſaye mee naye: 
« As for the ladye, that's waiting for thee, 
« Go ſee her another daye, _ 
. © Zoe faye no more, but Kaye, brave knlghte, 
«6 And bear us companye; / 
4 Andthe maſſe fall be ſung, and the bells fall bee rung, = 
_« And wee'l alle feaſte merrilye.” 


Part the Second. is 


AND as the ladye preſt the knighte, 
With her ladyex cladd in pall,” - 

Oh then beſpake a pilgrim boye, 
' As hee ſtoode in the halles © Fs) 

& Nowe Chriſte thee fave, fyr red-crofſe knighte, 

«© Pm come from the northe countrie, 

© Where a ladye is layd alle on her Wmedl, | 3 

4 And evermore calles for thee? | 
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« Alafſſe! alafſe ! thou pilgrim boye, 
_«« $ad newes thou telleſt mee : 
« Nowe mulſte I ryde full baſtilye 
© To comforte _ deare ladye. q 
© Oh heede hym not,” the ladyes cry 'd, 
4 But ſende a page to ſee; | 
ec ; While the.maſſe is ſung, and the bells are rung, : 
«G And wee feaſte merrilye,” 


Againe beſpake the pilgrim boye : | | 
«© Yee neede not ſende to ſee, | *, 
« For knowe, ſyr knighte, that ladye's deade, 
© And dy'd for love of thee.” 
Oh then the red-crofſe knighte was pale, 
And not a worde coulde faye; 
But his hearte did ſwelle, and his teares downefelle, 
And hee almoſte ſwoon'd awaye, 


« Nowe fye on thee, thou weaklye knighte, 
i To weepe for a ladye deade : 
«* Where I a noble knighte like thee, 
« I'd ſoone finde another to wedde. 
*« Soe come, cheare up, and comforte thy hearte, 
® And bee good companye z | 
*& And the maſle ſhall be ſung, and the bells be rung, 
© And wee'l feaſte thee merrilye.” 


Ver, IV. of | In - 
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In vaine that wily ladye ſtrove 
The forrowing knighte to cheare z 
Fache worde he anſwer®d with a groane, 
Each ſoothinge with a teare : 
© And nowe farewelle, thou noble lorde, 
Lhe And farewelle, ladye fayrez 
« In pleaſure and j joye your houres employe, 
«© Nor thinke of my deſpayre. 


« And where is her orave,” cry'd the red.croſſe Kknighte, 
& The grave « AF thee doth laye ?”  * 
«© Oh I knowe wellz,” cry'd/ the bogs boye, 
'&. And Vil ſhowe thee the waye.” 
The knighte was ſadde—the pilgrim ſigh'd— 
While the warder loude vid crye, 
| & [Let the maſle bee ſung, and the bells bee rung, 
«And the feaſte eate merrilye.” 
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Meanwhile aroſe the-lorde's daughter, 
And to her ladyes did calle: 
'&% Oh what ſhall wee ſaye to ſtaye the kaighte?: 
| _ &« For hee muſte not leave the halle,” 
(For much that ladye was 1n love 
With the gallante red-crofſe knighte, 
And, 'ere manye a daye, with this knighte ſo gay 
Had hop'd her troth to plighte,) 
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Oh then beſpake theſe ladyes gaye, 
As they ſ.oode cladd in palle : 

© Oh wee'l deviſe howe to make this knighte 

_ « Staye in our caſtle halle.” 

« Nowe that's well ſayde, my ladyes deare 

_ « And if hee'l ſtaye with mee, 

«© Then the maſſe ſhall bee ſung, and the bells be rung , 
«© And wee'l feaſte righte merrilye,” 


Then ſoftlye ſpake thoſe ladyes fayre, 
(Lowe wiſp*ring at the walle,) 
« Oh wee've devis'd how to keepe the knighte 
&« Tn thy fayre caſtle halle, 
& «© Nowe, ladye, commande the warder blith 
.* To come from yon tow're hye, 
© With tydings to ſaye, to enveigle awaye 
« Yon wily plgrin boye,” 


'& Goe runne, goe runne, my foot=page deare, 
&% To the warder take thy waye ; | 
 «& And one of my ladyes ſhall goe with thee, 

« To telle thee what to ſaye. 
* And nowe, if wee can but compel the knighte 
_ * To ſtaye in the caſtle with mee, 
© Then the maſſe ſhall bee ſung, and the bells ſhall bes 

rung, 
« And wee'l alle feaſte merrilye,” 


© 2 - > hy. 
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The warder came and blewe hys horne, 
And thus aloude did crye: 
© Oh is there a pilgrim in the halle, 
© Come from the north countrie ? 
«++ For there's a foot-page waites withoute, 
 & To ſpeake with hym alone.” 
Thus the warder did calle till oute of the halle 
The pilgrim boye 1s uns 


Meanwhile beſpake the ladyes gaye, | 
As they ſtoode cladd in pall, 
© Righte gladd, brave knighte, wee welcome thee 
«© Unto our caſtle halle.” iS, 
But the knighte hee heeded not their talke, 
Altho* they cry*d with glee, 


6 Let the maſſe bee ſung, and the bells bee rung, 
4. And feaſte thee merrilye.” 


6 wo where's the pilgrim boye,”* hee cry'd, 
* To ſhewe mee my ladye's grave?” 
That hee ſhould bee ſoughte for thr'out the playce, 
The kvighte full oft did crave. 
Then loude reply'd the ladyes gaye, 
« Nowe foule that knave befalle 
©: For lucre hee hath beguiled thee, 
& And nowe hath fledde the halle. 


& And 
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« And nowe, ſyr. knighte, doe not give heede - 
© 'To what hee fſayde to thee ; | 
| « But ſende a page to the north countrie, 
| 4 That ladye fayre to ſee : 
 «& And while hee's gone to comforte her, 
«© Oh thou ſhalt ſhare our glee, | 
« While the maſſe is ſung, and the bells are rung, 
«4 And the feaſte cate merrilye.” 


But while thoſe ladyes, blith and gaye, 
Arcun'd their lutes to joye, | 
The knighte was ſadde, and ſearch'd arounde 
To finde the pilgrim boye : 
Hee ſearch'd the caſtle alle aboute, p 
 'Thro? every turne and wynde ; 
But alle in vaine hys toyle and payne 
The pilgrim boye to finde. 


In vaine the lorde's fayre daughter ſente 
Her meſſengers to calle; 
The knighte hee woulde not heede their wordes, 
Nor enter the caſlle halle. 
In vaine the wanton ladyes ſung, 
vb And the clamorous warder cry, 
« Let the maſſe be ſung, and the bells bee rung, 
'* And the feaſte eate mernilye.” 
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_ Oh then befpake thoſe ladyes paye, 
As they ſtoode cladd in pall : 
© Oh weepe not, weepe not, deare ladye, 
© 'Tho' hee'l not enter the halle ; 
* But ſende to the warder from the tow're 
& To bring the pilgrim boye, _ 
66 Whom wee'l perſuade to lead hys ayde 
«© This proude kni phte to decoye. 


£© Wee'l make that boye, on payne of deathe, 
« The red crofſe kniphte deceive ; 
#6. Soe that no more on hys accounte 

. 46 That fayre younge knighte ſhall grieve : 

& And then wee'l keepe the red-croſle knnghte, 

*© To beare us companye 

© And the maſſe ſhall be ſung,and the bells ſhall bee rung; 
$ And wee wall teaſte merrylye,” 
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Part the Third, 


AND nowe *twas nighte, all darke and dreare, 
And colde, colde blewe the winde ; 

While the red-crofle knighte ſought all aboute 
The pilgrim boye to finde. Ss 

And flill hee-wepte, and {till hee igh'd, 
As hee mourn'de his ladye deare : 

© And where's the fealte, and where's the o1ete, 
« Thy brydal daye to cheare ?? | 


Againe he ſigh'd and wepte forlorne 
For his ladye that was deade : 
« Ladye, howe ſad thy welding tyde! 
© Howe colle thy brydal bedde!” 
Thus the red-crofſe knighte roam'd ſore and ſadie, 
While all arounde did crye,  N 
*© Let the miaſtrils ſing, and the bells yring, 
« And the feaſte be eate merrylye.” 


04... Ang 


? 


a> oe” _—_ > - ye 6 _— _— 84/5, IA ul Ds _ «C . p ” " 
EE CEE end on —C= —— —— —_ I_— neg» RA ran Ss 1) 2-7 Hp Sp 9 ror A AB 92h - 
y” 7 © > 
% 
' ? ! 


—_ COT 


| 
l 
$ 
i] 
| 


l 
f 
v1 


20 OLD BALLADS. 


And nowe the gentle moone arounde 
Her ſilver Iuſtre ſhedde ; 
Brighten'd eache antiente walle and tow? re, 
And diſtante mountaines heade : 
By whoſe ſweete lighte the knighte perceiy'd 
(A fighte which gave hym joye ) 
From a dungeon dreade the warder leade 
The faithfulle pilgrim boye. 


In vaine the warder ſtrove to hide 

The pilgrim boye from hym; | 

The knighte hee ranne and claſp'd the FRI, | 
In ſpite of the warder grim, 

"The warder, tho' wrath, his banner wav'd, 
And liille aloude did crye, _ | 

« Let the minftrils ſing, and the bells yring, 
« And the feaſte be eate merrylye.” 


«& Pm gladde I've founde thee, piterle boye, 
«* And thou ſhalt goe with mee ; 

« And thou ſhalt leade to my ladye's grave, 
« And greate thy rewarde ſhall bee.” 

Th affrighted pilgrim wrung his handes,” 
And ſhed fulle manye a teare : 

6 [er greve,” he cry'd (and mournful igh'd), 
« 1] drcad's not farre from heare,” 
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The knighte hee led the pilgrim boye 
Into the caſtle halle, | 
Where ſat the lorde and hys daughter fayre, 
And her ladyes cladde in pall. 
« | goe,” he cry *d, ** With the pilgrim boye, 
« YJoe thinke noe more of mee ; 
« But ler your minſtrils ſing, and your bells all ring, 
« And feaſte yee merylye.”” 


Vp then aroſe the lorde's daughter, ; 

And calPd to the pilgrim boye ; 

&© Oh come to. mee, for I've that to ſaye, 

_ & Will give to thee much. joye.” 

Full loth the pilgrim was to goe, 
Full loth from the knighte to parte — 

And lo! out of, ſpite, with a dagger brighte, 
Shee hath ſabb'd bym to the hcarte, 


Hos Why art thou pale, thou pilgrim boye ?” 
The knighte all wond' ring cry d: 
« Why doſte thou faynte, thou pilgrim boye, 
« When I am by thy fide?” 
* Oh I am ſtabb'd, deare red-crolle Oy 
i« Yet grieve not thou for mee; 
«« But let the minſtrils fing, and hs bells yring, 
6 And feaſte thee merryly a” 


The 
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\ The knighte he ranne and claſp'd the youthe, 
And ope'd hys pilgrim veſte ; | 
And lo! it was hys lady fayre —< 

Hys ladye deare hee preſte, 


__- Her lovelye breaſte, like ermine white, 


Was panting with the frighte ; 
Her deare heartes bloode, in crimſon floode, 
Ran pouring in hys TOO | 


Bu Grieve not for mee, my faithfulle knighte,” | 
The ladye faynte did crye ; 

&« Pm welle contente, my faithfulle knighte, | 

 & Since in thy armes [ dye: 

«© Then comforte thee, my conſtante love, 
«© Nor thinke noe more of mee— 

& But let the minſtrils ſing, and the bells yring, 
« And fealte thee merry ©; | 


=7 Like pilgrim boye I've follow?d thee, 
« Tn truch fulle chearefullye ; 
« Refolv'd, if thou ſhouldſt come to ill, 
« Deare knighte to dye with thee - 
& And much I fear'd ſome wily fay:e 
« Would keepe thee from my lighte, | 
&« And, by her brighte charmes,' lure from my armes. 
« My deare lov'd red-crofle kuighte,” 
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4 Oh heaven forfende,” the knighte reply'd, 
&« That thou ſhouldſte dye for mee! 
_ 6 But if ſo hapleſs low'rs thy fate, — 
_ & Thy knighte will dye with thee.” 
« Oh faye not ſoe ; for welle my knighte 
«« Hath prov'd hys love to mee ; 
6 But let the minſtrils ling, and the bells yring, 
66 And feaſt thee es” 


| The knighte hee preſte her to hys hearte, 
And bitterlye hee figh'd :; | 
The lovelye ladye ſtrove to chear —— 
*Till in hys'armes ſhee dy'd. 
The knighte hee laide her corpſe adowne, 
And hys deadlye ſworde drewe forth ; 
Then look'd hee arounde, and grimlye frown'de, 
All woe-begone with wroth, | 


Oh then beſpake the ladyes fayre, 

| As they ſtoode cladde in pall ; 

*« Oh thys will bee our buryal place, 

| * That was our caſtle halle! 
© Noe more to our filver lates ſweete ſounde 
« Sall wee daunce with revelrye ; 

** Nor the maſſe bee ſung, nor the bells bee rung, 
+ Nor the feaſte be cate merrylye,” 
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Then up aroſe the lord's daughter, 

And never a worde ſpake ſhee; | 

But quick upon the knightes drawne ſworde 

Shee flung her franticklye. 

| The knight to hys own deare ladye turn'de, 
And layde bym by her ſyde; 

With teares embrac'd her bleeding corpſe, 
Sigh'd her deare name—and dy'd. 


Oh then beſpake th' affrighted lorde, 
And full of woe ſpake hee: 
« Foul *fall the hour this red-croſlſe koyghte 
*+ Did come to viſit mee! 
« For nowe noe more will my daughter faire 
" Rejoice my gueſtes and mee; —_ 
«© Nor the maſſe bee ſung, nor the bells bee rung, 
«6 Nor the feaſt helde merrylye.” 


And then hee ſpake to the lady es fayre, 
As they ſtoode cladd in pall : 
« Lo! thys tby ladye's buryal place— 
© 'That was her caſtle halle! | 
'*£ Oh then bee warn'd from her ſad fate, 
+ And hate the wanton love ; 
& But in hym confyde who for thee dy'd, 
&© And noye ſits thron'd above. 


« Waiders 


« Warder, noe more reſounde thy horne, 
« Nor thy banner wave on hye: 

« Nor the maſſe bee ſung, nor the bells bee rung, 
«© Nor the feaſte eate merrilye.” 

Noe more the warder blowes hys horne, 
Nor hys banner waves on hye; | 

Nor the maſſe is ſung, nar the bells are rung, 

Nor the feaſte eat merrilye, 
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- XVIILL 
The WANDERI N G MAYDE. 
In two Parts. 
 _- Now firſt printed, 
Part the "Ke. 


T was by a baron's caſtle gaye 
A wand'ring mayde dyd rove; 

For manye a myle had ſhee tooke her waye, 
In ſearche of her true love : 
For manye a myle, both daye and nighte, 

Deſpayring dyd ſhee rove ; 
| Nor bleſte the lighte that chear'd her ſyghte, 
For ſhee had loſte her love, 
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hee ſat her downe by the moate ſoe wyde, 
And her teares began to flowe z 

She ſat her downe, and fad ſhee ſigh'd, 
Oercome with toile and woe :. 

« But altho? I ſhed full manye a teare, 
« And altho' I ſet and ſighe, 

| 4 Yet ever I'll love thee, youth ſoe deare, 

& And for thee will I dye.” | 


And nowe oer the hie drawebridge came neare 
A minſtrel blithe and gaye; 
« And why,” hee cry'd, ©* {weete mayden, here 
«. Doſte thou deſpayring laye? _ 
& For the welkin rounde is blacke with rayne, 
& And the water's alle ſoe colde, 
£« Fen hardye cattle, that graze the playne, 
6+ Beget them to a holde.” 


* Alas!” ſhee cry'd, « I've loſt my love, 

 « AndI've ſoughte hym farre and neare : 

6 Sweete minftrel, haſt thou ſeene bym rove, 
© The youthe whom 1 love ſoe deare ?” 

** Faire mayde, thy love howe ſhoulde I knowe 
* From other youths I fee f” 

+ Oh by hys lockes ſoe fayre that flowe, 
* And hys mien fo blighte of blee, 
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ce Hys face 1s fraughte with beautye” s iyte," Ut: 

+ The roſe and lillyes there; A Fs 
« Hys voice like muſick can' beguile. 

«© The wrinkled browe of cares: 

2 4 Alas! it was that face that ſmil'd, 

46 'That broughte my hearte to'woe ; | 

| | « That muficke voyce that mee beguil'd, 

| « And mace my teares to flowe. | 


* 00 Neare theſe hie tow! " ſoe fayre to view, 
| Tm tolde the youthe hath beene;, 
| © Then telle mee, minſtrel, tell mee ue. 
+ Haſt thou my true love ſeene ?” 
& Noe, mayde, thy love I have not ſens, 
« By day nor yet by nighte; 
« Alas! how harde that hearte, I weene, 
- & That coulde ſuch beautye flighte ! 


But, lovelye mayde, doe not thus rove, | 
&© And breake thy hearte with woe z I 
« But goe with mee and bee my love, | & 
4 And Vil not flighte thee foe.” 
Then tooke this minſtrel bys harpe of golde, 
N And ſ{weetlye "gan to playe ; ; 
But the faithful mayde to hym was colde, 
For alle that hee colde ſaye, | GATE. 


—_ 


1: Noe, minſtrel, tho? full ſad I ruec , 

« That hee from mee is gone, 
« Yet ſtill to hym PI UL aye bee true, 

&« And true to hym al. ne; | 
« And o'er the lone countrie, daye and Saks; 
_ « Deſpayring will I roye, 


« Nor bleſle the- lighte that cheares mye e ighte 


_ & Till I have founde my love.” 


And nowe ci forthe a ſoldier paye,. 
| And hys broade ſworde hee hath ta'en; 
And, had'not the minſtrel fled awaye, 
Full ſoone hee had hym flayne : 
** Oh mayde, beede. not that minſtrel's evile;- 
« But mee take for thy love; _ 
© And then to the wars, for golde and ſpoylez 
« Right merrylie wee will-rove.” 


& Noe, warrioure, noe; tho' ſad I rove, 
« And my love from mee is gon, 
* Yet flill Pl1 ſeeke that faithleſs love, 
« And love but hym alone : 
* And ever I'll wander day and nighte, 
* While colde, colde blowes the winde, 
&« Nor bleſs the light that chears mye fighte; 
« "Till I my true love oy" 
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| The ſoldier was hn ygone, when loe? - 
A forreſter cam that waye, 
And merrylie rode hee hie and lowe, 
All yclad in greene ſoe gaye; 
| Shee ſtop'd the gallante on the greene, 
« And telle,” ſhee cry'd, ©* I praye, 
« Mong yonder foreſtes haſt thou ſeene 
__«« My wand'ring true love ſtraye 2 


hoy And howe ſhalle IL knowe the youthe ha _ 

« From other youths | ſee ?”' | 

© Oh welle maye you knowe bym ere hee doth _—_— 
___«« Hys mien's fo brighte of blee.” 
*« Sweete mayden, tho' *monge the foreſtes greene 

« With earlye borne I rove, 
& Believe mee, deare mayde, I have not ſeene 

« The faithlefle youthe you love, : 


«© Nowe, charming wayde, doe not thus rove, 
&© Nor wander thus forlorne .- 
&© But goe with mee, and ever Þll love, 
« And ſhclter thee from ſcorne: 
* And wee will hunte with earlye horne, 
« And fing the livelong daye; 
 & And the cheareful eve, and the ſmiling morne, 
+ Shall eyer fynde us gaye, _ 


- 
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« And thou, attir*d in robes of greene, 

« A huntreſs blithe and gaye, 
« Shall aye bee call'd, wher'ere thou? rt ſeen, | 

| _ « The ſporting queene of Maye. 

«© Come, turne thee, mayde, and bee my love, 
_& And to my paſlion yeilde ; 
« And ever delighted will wee rove, 

« The ns of the fielde.” 
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ec Noe: I wyll not Yeu rob'd | in greene, 
_ & 'Thy flatterye alle I ſcorne; 
tt Nor will T'bee of Maye the queene, 
« To hunte with earlye hornes 
_ 6 But I will rove, both day and nighte, 
_ « Thro? ſtormye hail and winde ; 
15 Nor bleſs the light that chears my fighte, 
60 'Till I wy true love finde,” 
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"Part the Second, 


THE forreſter blithe nowe rode awayes _ 
"And blew hys ſounding horne, 
While by the moate the mayden Joys, : 
All deſolate and forlorne ; _ | 
_ Yet till ſhee cry'd, «« Tho! ſhed the teare,/ 
_ & And heave full manye a ſighe, | 
& Yet ever I'll love thee, youthe ſoe deare, 4 
&« And for thee I will dye.” | 


All this behearde the baron gaye, 
In the lone tow're where hee ſat, _ 
_ And with manye a fighe hee tooke hys Waye, 
And came to the callle gate, 
And there hee ſawe the mayden laye, 
By the moate fide alle forlorne ; 
And alle for the love of a youthe ſo gayes 
Who had treated her with ſcorne, 
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Her cheeke, once red as ſummer roſe, 
Nowe pale as wintry ſkies ; 

And wan her-cherry: lips dyd cloſe, 
That her love dyd once ſo prize ; 

And colde, colde iwas that lilly hand, 
That hee foe ofte had preſte— 

Full manye a ſigh (as hee there did ſtande). 
The baron's woe confeſte, 


The mayden tolde her piteous tale, 
With manye a ſighe and teare, 
How ſhee for ther love, thro? heate and colde, 
| Had wander'd farre and neare. 
« Alas & deare mayde,” the baron fightd, 
« Thy tale is ſad and fore; 
« But, charming mayde,” full loude hee cry'd, 
« Thy ſorrows now bee o'er. 


« Yes, mayden, thou no more ſhalt rove, 
*© No more unhappie firaye;. 
«© But thou, dear mayde, ſhalt bee wy love, 
«© My counteſs riche and gaye.” 
The hapleſs mayden mevrnban; hearde 
The baron talke of love; 
Yet ſill, 'altho' that baron ſhee fear'd, 
Right faithfulle dyd ſhee prove, 


" 
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* Come turne to mee, and bee my. loony > ” 
«< And bee my ladye gaye;z ol os 
©& And thou no more for-ſcorne-ſhalt roney 
 «& oe ſad, the livelong Wes wt 0349 once bigs 
«« But thou in robes of golde,' my faire, | | 
© More brighte than daye/ ſhall ſhyne—e + 


$© Come, leave colde woe, and leave deſpayrey 
ve” ' And to my ſuite inclyne, ET 


mY Fayre ments ſhall attend on thee, © 

_« All fam'd for beautye rare; F 
« Yet, eyer ſweet mayden, ſhalt thou s bee. 
_ © The faireſt of all the fayre.. $301, 
£6 Brighte golde and gems from th? eaters mine,” 
& Thy grandeure ſhall proclayme; -' ers 


_ + But thye brighte lockes ſhall the older ellhynr,/ | 
Logs Thie yy the ewes MR” 7 19780 Bet, 2 


Mo, Alas ” ſhee cry'd, «6 deſpiſe. a mayde_ 


+ © Deſtin'd with ſcorne to lyves - «ot Uo 
© What, tho' thy grandeur's nol pay, 
*—My heart's not myne to give; 97 17 


_£ But I muſt rove; both\daye and: -nighte, Thy 
«* While colde, colde*blowes:the'winde';' 

£* Nor bleſs the lighte that cheares my. age, 

- $6? Till wy owne true loye I fades 
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' Then up aroſe the hapleſſe mayde, 
And woulde fayne have fled away; 
| But the wond'ring baron ſofte her ſtay'd, 
And thus with joye dyd faye : : 
© Nowe heav*n thee bleſſe, thou faithful dem 
_ & For thy deare conſtante love! _ 
« Myne bee the faulte, and myne the blame, 
«& That made thee thus to rove, 


« T am thy true (but ervel) as 
_ & Altho” a baron borne = 
« And 'twas thy faithe, deare mayde, to "—_ 
& | let thee rove forlorne. - 
« ] from yon tow're have hearde thy moane, 
« And it picrc'd mee to the hearte : 
& Nowe take mee, deare mayden; I am thy owne, 
« And never more wille wee MG, 


« Yon caſtle, with i its wyde domayne, 
&« Shall bee thy dow're, my love ; 

«© And there like a princeſs ſhalte thou reigne, 
« Nor more in miſerye rove; 

«« But wee will live and love ſoe true, 
«© And with ſuche confſtancye, - 

« That, if ſterne death thee firſte ſhall ſlaye, 
« Deare mayde, I'll dye with thee,” 


I 
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The mayden bluſh'd to _ her love 
A baron of hie fame ; "& pon | 
While fonde hee cry'd, ©: Thy feares remove, 
_« Thy faithe my pryde doth fhayme.. 
NT. Agayne to thee my troth I plighte, 
__ *. And let thy joyes aboundez 
& And bleſs the lighte that chears thy Gghte, 
& For thy true love is founde,” _ 1 


bo 
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| - RRGOLY 
The TRIUMPH of DEATHE. 


' 


In two Parts. 


Now firſt printed. 


' Part the Firſt, 


« FTAHE fleeting momente teemes with deathe!” 
. Faire Emma ſad dyd crye ; 
© E'en now perhaps on yon drear heathe 
« My Edgar lowe doth lye! NS 
** Een nowe naye hee drawe hys laſte, laſe breathe, 
bc And upreganies dye 
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« Oh ftaye thye feares, dejefted mayde,” 
The hermit ſofte reply'd ; 

_ ©& For ſtill hys ofte-viforious blayde 

| & Maye checke th' invader's pryde. 


 « Nowe com, let us kneele to heav'n for ayde, 


66 Who's myghte can ſoe ſoone decyde.” 


| And nowe from farre th* embattled fielde 
With warres dreade clangour rang ; 

Whyle, in a moſlye cell conceal'de, 
'The woodelande wildes among, 

That mayden fayre with the hermit kneel'a, 
And manye an oriſon ung. 


.. Nowe nearer Rille his FRE rung, 


And faſter flow'd theyr teares ; 

And nowe, the woodelande wyldes among, 
A warrioure ſterne appeares—— 

The mayden to the hermit clung,. 
Oerwhelmed with her feares. 


And nowe into the lowlye cell 
The warrioure toke hys waye, 
With bloodye ſworde and viſage fell, 
That witneſs'd huge diſmaye ; 
| And ever hee colde hys tydings tell, 
Sad Emma ſwoon'd awaye, * 
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6 The fleeting momente-teemes. with deathe!! 
The trembling hermit cryes : Is ho OS SY 

« For (ad I ſee oer-yqn. blacke heathe - | 
« A ſcatter'd armye flyes; . 

« And many- a wartioure gaſpes for breathe, 
And manye acaptive ighs,” | 


( Yea, the ſwifte momente teemes with deathe [F*: 
The breatheleſs warrioure Cryes z *; 
&« For manye a myle oer yon drearc heathe 
__ 6. Our ſcatter'd armye flyes ; 


 « And manye a warrioure gaſpes for breath, 


& And manye a _ cagtive lighes,”? 


& The feetieg) momente teemes with hacked a 

. The wretched Emma-cryes: 
© Accurs'd bee yon bloode-drenched hands, 

_ & For there my Edgar lyes! 

4 Saye, warrioure, does my love yet breathe ? 

« Hath deathe yet clos'd hys eyes ?” 


ff Yea, the ſadde momente teemes with deathe !_ 
« For manye a warriour dyes, 

*« And, 'mong the reſt, on yon blacke homne 

_ © Thy hapleſſe Edgar lyes ; 

* And ſtill, as the warrioure gaſpes for breathe, 
FF wy Emma's name hee lighes,” 
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Then up arofe that deſperate fayre, 
| And thrice ſhee look'd arounde; 
And liſten'd to the burden'd aire, 
That teem'd with manye a ſounde 
_ - Of holiyle rage, and dire deſpayre, 
| That, frantic, bit the grounde. ' 


oy Hermit, ”” thee cry d, © to mee ſve goode, 
« Nowe grante my boone I praye ; 
Ws & Oh lende to mee thy ſcripp and. hoode, 
* And gowne of ruſlert graye; hg 
© And lende unto mee thye holye roode, 
« And leade mee on my Wwaye, 


40 Sce will 1 goe to yon wks heathe, 
« Where many a warrioure ſighes ; 
_& Where; gaſping in bys laſte, laſte breath, 
« My hapleſs Edgar lyes : | 
&« 1'll cheare hym as hee layes in deathe, 
& F'll ſoothe bym'a as hee dyes 2 


The hermit far i in penſive moode, 
Then, chear*d with hope, dyd aye, Z 
& Oh I've another ſcripp and hoode, 
« And another gowne of oraye ;z 
«< And I, with another holze roode, 
& Will wend with thee mye waye, 
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« For when thie Edgar to my care 
cc Entruſted thee, poore mayde, 

« On holye roode hee made mee ſweare, 
« To lende thee alle my aide . 

« Soe with thee Ile goe withouten feare, 
« Thro' ſeas of bloode to wade,” 


: 


Part the Second, 


FULLE darke and dreare the heathe dyd ſeeme, 
And lonelye was the waye; 
Nor dyd tl'affrighred moones pale beame 
Emit her ſylver raye : 
Full faſte the fayre maydens teares dyd ſireame— 
The hermit loude dyd praye. 
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Nowe nearer ftille the battles _ 
Came ruſhing on the eares © nod 3837 By, 
With bloode all drenched was the groundey- 
And. the nighte was darke/apd/dreare;” | 
The mayden affrighred look'd arounde==. I 1, 2b; 
- The hermit ſhooke with feare, | FHLCN 


: Shee hearde a groane, and; as ſhee yy" 
| A warriour layde fulle lowe 
| Shee graſp'd hys hande, as fadd hee mourn % 
| And wip'd hys clammye browe= © 
Her graſpe the dying hande return 'd, 
As conſcious of its WO. 


| #6 The fleeting momente teemes with deathe!” | 
The woefrayghte hermit cry'd$- 

_ & Glutted with hapleſs mortals breath, 

| & The priſlye kyng doth itiryde? = 
6 1 fynd not my Edgar on the heathe,” 
The weeping Em fight d, | 


The bindckia winds of heaven irove 
The deſerte heathe along ys 1 
Whyle ſhee, ber faithful love to- > prove, 
With reſolution ftrong, _ Fafa” 
For her Edgar ſonghte, her deare true- OY : TO 
The dying and deade ates ob ab 916934" 
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« The fleeting momente teemes with deathe ! "Y 
_ Agayne the hermit cryes;_ 

6« For noughte 1s heardce along the heathe 
« But dying warriours fighes” — | 

« Coulde I but heare my Edgar breathe ! [8 
| Fayre Emma ſad replyes. \ 


Bleake was the blaſte, and chill the aire, 
And aweful was the ſcene; 

Yet ſtill this faithful hapleſs paire, 
Oerwhelm'd with anguiſhe keene, 

| Rov'd o'er the bloodye heathe foe dreare, 

Untill the morning gleame, 


Nowe lowelye to the liffning care 
The ſoundes of woe dyd fade, 
Whyle, thro* the carnage farre and neare, 
| Righte careful they dyd wade; 
But they founde not their Edgar deare, 
'Mong living or *mong deade, ' 


To manye a warrior'in hys woe 
They lente their holye aide, 
And ghoſtlye comforte dyd beſtowe, 
Tho? wearye and ciſmayde ; 
| But their Eggar's forme they coulde not kaowe, 
"Mong living or 'mong deade, 
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«© The flecting momente teemes with. deathe! _ 
« Eache blaſt's a funeral knell,” 
Sad Emma cry'd z—=then on. the: heathe; 
Oercome with roile, ſhee fell : Ld rietato cut; 

_ To reache the hermit's cell, dg 


o The fencing momente teemes with deathe|! "— 
: _ Th 'affrighted hermit cryd.:  _ 
* Alas! ſhee' s fell on this dreade heatbe, _ 
_« Sweete flow'r of beautye? s pryde.s _ 
© Oh griſlye tyrante, ſpare, ſons her breath, 
«4 Or flaye mee by her logs IA FITIFER 
A dying warriour ws = 4," AT PRIOR 
| And rais'd hys languid heade, FL Te 
And ſawe the hapleſs. mayden lye, __ 
Oercome with toile and dreade, .. we FE 
And the faithful hermic fading bye. | 
With terror all diſmay” 'd. 


C4 %Y L had 


64 The fleeting momente teemes with deathe !” 
Sad Edgar cry'd diſmay'd ;.. 

© Beholde ! on thys blood-drenched venths. 
« My lovelye Emma layde, ',, 
* With bloode of warriours beneathe, 

6 Darke tempeſtes overheade.” .. - 


* af 
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« Yea, the ſwift momente teemes with deathe !”” 
The hermit loude dyd crye ; 
« For.lo! on this dark drearye heathe 
« 'Thy faithful bryde dothe lye : 
'« She came to ſooth thee whyle thou dydſt _—_ 
«+ And then with thee to dye,” 


«© The fleeting momente teemes with death !”_ 
The dying warriour cry'd : 
« Come ſpeake to mee whyle Rill Pre breath, 
« My too too faithful bryde !” 
| Shee wrang hys hand——and on that heathe 
_ Thoſe hapleſs lovers dy'd. 


&« The fleeting momente teemes with deathe by 
- - The fainting hermit cry'd: 
« The griſlye tyrante o'er the heathe, 
_ « With merc'leſs ſteps doth ſiryde.” 
His ſpirits ſunk --—ſhorte grewe hys breath— 
_Wuh woe the hermit dy'd, 


wv: es ” 
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The BITTER FRUITES of JEALOUSIE; 
A Ballade, 


OE, ſhutte the doore, 1 my Edwarde wa : 
*« Shutte cloſe the doore, 1 praye; cx 
« Lette nac keene ſearche my treadinge trace, ** 
6 Ne liſtene what I faie; 


6 [<tte nane my ſubtle: entravnce knowe, 
« -My troubled motion ſpie, | 
& Ne ſmalleſt ſunne-beame penetrate 
Cha The tell-tale of mine eye,” | 


So Alleyne ſpake, as guilt-beſtain'd 
Some nooke he did «xplore, 
When ivſtinte ledde his pathleſſe foote 
To Edwarde's friendlie doore, 


*Tween horrid dreede, and conſcious ſhame, 
Fu mightie was the ſtrife, 

White from his now-evfcebled hands 

Downe dropp'd a reckinge knife, 


What means that ſteele ? What means, that vlow, 
Wherewith thy viſage burces? 

Now ghaſtlie pale, alack, f ucceeds, 

| And now the redde returnes, 


« Saye, will yee plighte your promiſe: deere, 
« And wille yee plighte your faye, 

« That what I now entrulte to yee 

_« Your tongue ſhall ne*er betraye ? 


Yea, I wille plight my. promiſe deere, / 
And I will plight my faye, 

That what yee ſhall entruſte to mee 
My tongue ſhall neer betraye, . _ 


* Ah! was ſhee not the faircſt faire, 
* More deere than life to mee. ? 
« Yet ne*er ſhall I avaine beholde | 
&© My Lucie ſweete to fee.” 


Yea, ſhe was faireſt of the faire, 
Deere as thy life to thee— _ 

And haſt thou ſcath'd with deadlic firoke 
Thy Lucie ſweete to ſee ? 


'© Wae worthe the daye !-—-That verie wreathe, 
+ Which with a lovinge vowe 
** This morne I gave her, I behelde, 
* Ere noone, on Edwin's brow, 
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© When as ſhee tooke it ſiveete ſhee {mil'd, 
« Yet could ſhee from it parte? 

« Sae proude, methought, hee taunted mee, 
i Fu'* deepe it irk'd my hearte, 


'« Ad irk'd be tille this cruel bearte {= 
+ Oh! had yee ſeene the wounde, 


<« And had yee ſeene the fireaminge blude, | 
«© How faſte it ſain” d the grounde ! oh 


« And had yee ſeene = Of IR, eye, 
© How ſore it ſoughte reliefe ! 
© And had yee ſeene her bodie ſinke, 
«6 You woulde bave dyed for griefe ! 


& And irk'd be ftille this cruel hearte, 


«© When as ſhee there did lye, 
© That coulde not with my Lucie deere ot 
as 'A moment ſtaye, and dye!” 


 Alleyne, my friend, yee orieve my ſoule, 
Your flighte, I weene, was juſt, 
Sine ſhee is gone, that faireſt faire, 
And ſunken into duſte, = 


| But who alonge yon cypreſſe-pathe 
Is ledde ſac heavilie ? 
Ah! mee! my Alleyne deere, it ig 
How ſadde ſhee eyeth thee ! 


And, ab ! how ſadde yon virgins looke, 
Who leade her to my boure? 

Appear they not as drizlinge dewes, 

 Freſhninge ſome faded floure? 


With ſuch a looke as mothers aft 
Rebuke a darlinge childe, 

Sac eyed ſhee her Alleyne deere, 
Sac ruthe, ſac ſweete, ſae milde ! 


& I marvelle not,” ſhee faintlie cried, 
& Yee ſeeme a manne of ſtone !— 
<© The welle of life is nae yet drie, 
_ «« My daijes are nae yet done, 


« Sette, ſette your troubled minde at eaſe, 

«4. My hearte yee didde nae touche ; 

«+ Yee ſtrooke too ſhorte to reache my life, 
{© Whereat I gladdene muche, 


# Could yee, ſuch vowes as I have vow'd, 
© Deeme I coulde faithlefſe bee ?— 

_** The bloſſome to the breathe of ſpringe 
+ Was ſcant ſae true as mee. 


(< That wreathe, which yee this morne did ſee. 


** Sae trimme on Edwyn's browe, 
* Edwyn's ain ſpitefu? hande had wroughte, 
© And Edwin weares it nowe. 


Q3 
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*« When love yee hreathe, yee fickle tmenne 
«© Been ſmoothe as ſummer-wave; © | 
«© But when with jealbufie yee ſwelle,* © 
«& As wiatcr-ſtorme yee rave. 


- _ & Raſhe manne ! ah ! how by Jealouſie 
| « Have yee your fortunes croſte 1 © 
«& As true a maide as ever loy'd' * - 
4.8 Yee have for ever loſte. 


«© To hie to this your friend's abode, + 

© Here breathe my prayres for yee, 
© For life, for healthe, for eaſe of minde, 
_ «© Was & was left for mee.” 


Can yee not pardon the high faulte 
Which love didde gar mee doe ? 
_« Yes, I canne pardon a' the faulte, 
_ «* And fille to love be true.” 


And ſballe the bridal notte be tyed, 
And fhalle wee happie bee ? | 
& The bridal-knotte canne ner be tyed, 
« Ne canne I flaye with thee; 


«© Forl to Chriſte a vowe have made, 

* And kepte that vowe ſhalle bee, 
«© That manne naie mair ſhalle vexe my hearte, 
& Nac mar ſhalle trouble mee, 


& That firaite I wille myſcl betake 


« Unto a nunnerie, 
|. & In faite and prayre to ende my dayes 
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& And kepte that vowe ſhalle bee: 
« Go yee, and. ſeeke a fairer bride, 
© And live in pleaſaunce gaye, 
&« While to the houſe of godlineſle 
« I take myſel awaye,” | .; | 
n 
Naye, doe nae awende yee quite awvaye, . , 
Lifte, lite, my piercinge ca' ! je 
Returne ! and for youre broken woe, 5 
On mee the paine be a! i! 
4. She's gane,” —He heav?d a deepe-draixne ſighe, 
As braſt his hearte in twaine, 
Sine to the ground faſt-falled he, 
And never roſe againe, 
% 
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The DEATH of ALLEN a Ballad, 


\'H E bells they MAY all in Ae morn,” Sf) 159 Vf 
And Allen he roſe full ſoon, 7 #0107 

- Sad tydings were heard for Allen to hear, F-28 99981 5ffc 

That Mary would wed « ere noon; 49 Stotming / 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's _ 199 Us aodT 
And Thomas came at his call : P2NTUG: 1511 T12r2geT 

_ © Make ready a coffin and a/1p25py, bu fhroudy'”” m_ $tis1 

- Fox Mary ſhall ſee my fall. vw bood 9246”) 


7 When laſt we parted with brimfol. eye, 
« Right-loving ſhe made a vow ; 

_ © But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
«& And Mary forgets me now. 


& Then bear me to the green-graſs-bank, 

#6 Where we did kiſs and play, 

« And tell her, the rain, that made it fo oreen, 
* Has waſh'd my kifles away.” 


IG. 
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The bridegroom led the bride fo fair, 
| The prieſt he came anon ; | 


But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corſe, 


Or ere the hr i was done, 


He laid him on the yreen-gaaſs-bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play, 
And told her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Had waſh'd his kiſſes away. 


When ſhe beheld poor: Allen's dead corſe, 
Her maiden bluſh was loſt, 

She faded, as tho? on April morn 

A primroſe nipt by a froſt. 


Then all beneath one fatal ſtone _ 
Together they buried were. - 

Falſe maidens, jyho. break your plighted vow, 
Take heed ye come not there! 
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 NXIf, 
The DISTRESS of MARTAN': a Ballad. 


CNNE April ev'\ning, when the ſun 
Had journey'd down the ſky, 
Sad Marian, with looks of woe, 

__ Walik'd forth full heavily. 


Tears trickled down her faded cheek, _ 
Soft ſighs her boſom heav'd ; bz bo 
Soft ſighs 1eveal'd her inward woe ; 
Alas! ſhe'd been deceiv'd. 


« Oh! what a wretch am I become, 
& A luckleſs laſs, (ſaid ſhe, ) 

© 'The cowſlip, and the violet blue, 
& Hlave now no charms for me. 


*«3'The golden ſun that daily ſhines, 
& And glittring decks the ſky, 

** Prings no relief to my diſtreſs, 
« Or pleaſure to my eye, 


wy This 


 « What charms could happy Lucy boaſt, 
«© To fix thy wav'ring mind ? 

« What charms in Lucy more than me, 
6 « Vograteful, couldſt thou find ? 


i Haſt thou forgot the tender vows 
« Which at my feet were made ? 
« Yet Pl not ſpend my dying hour 
« Thy falſehood to upbraid, 


© But what remaining breath I have 
«© Shall intercede with heav'n ; 

(© 'That all thoſe broken vows to me, 
« Atlaſt may be forgiv'n. 


« Yer one poor boon, before I die, 
_ 4. I would of thee require ; 
** And do not thou refuſe to grant 
* A wretch's laſt deſire ! 


* When you with Lucy ſhall affix 

© The happy marriage-day, 

* Oh! do not o'er my green-graſs-graye 
* Inhuman take thy way.” 
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«© This little river, when I dreſs'd, 
« Has ſerv'd me for a glaſs; 

« But now it only ſhews how love, 

_ « Has ruin'd this poor face, 
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 XXUE. 
CADW A L: a legendary Tale, 
In two Parts. 
Part the Firſt, | 


TY ARK Decem er was the month, 
The air was dank and chill, 
When Cadwal's weary foot had. reach'd 
The ſummit of the hill, | 


Raneath whoſe aple; ens he wont 
To labour at the plough, _ 

And, to relieve his father's age, + 
Bedew his infant brow, —_ 


When eighteen years had o'er him pafs'd, 

 Heleft his ruſtic home, 

(Sore-ſmote with grief) in diſtant grounds 
And ſiranger-fields to roam, 


Twelve winters had his exile ſeen, 
When lo! his boſom burns 

Again to claſp his father's knees, 
And homeward he returns, 


And now deſcending to the vale, 
With flow and trembling feet, 
At this new fight, his native ſoil, *k 
The pulſes flutt'ring beat. Þ here 


And now, with penetrating eye, 
He pierces the cloſe dell, 
Where in his thatch-beſhelter'd cot 

_ His fire did whilom dwell. 


Yet in his ſad and troubled look : 
Such terror might ye ſee, 
As when we almoſt wiſh to ſhun 
The thing we wiſh ſhould be. 


He pryed here, he pryed there, 
No cottage could he ſpy, | 
| Nor ſmalleſt trace of human tread 
Appeared to his eye. 


No monarch of the feather'd brood 
Was heard aloud to crow, 

Nor laboured ox the vocal air 
Awaken with his low. 


In 


*% 
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Tn ſtrange amazement and. fuſpence ' 


' Awhile benumb'd he ſtood, 


Then fell, deſpairing ow the earth, | 


And wept, and wail'd aloud. . 


His bitter cries an hermit: drew: 
Forth from his lonely cell,. Þ 
Whoſe pliant ſenſe was, quiek /to- feel | 
Aftliction's poignant yell. 


| Compaſſion held him mute at firſt, . 


While as he ponder'd him. 
With fixed eye, where ngtIane? 's foods: 
Up- felled to the brim 3/(27 £75) 


Then thus—* My ſon,- yoke plaints L-heard, .' 


«© They ſmote me to the heart 3 + 
© To me, without reſerve'or fear;  - 
«The TOE cauſe _— ' 


66 Peep vers'd in forrow's 9 __ 
6 Full many a weary houry / 7} [1:03.57 
© Right well I know what aggravates, | 
& And what abates its pow'r.. 


« Cloſe-pent within reſtraining bounds, 
4 'The river foams and roars, * 1] 
*« Tumultuous boils with mighty heaves, 

+ And wounds its kindred ſhores ; 
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« The load remov'd that papa its tel - 
« The violence ſubhdes,- | Tan 16.91: £ 
« The tumult leffcn dipukaings wh - 36m-' hs 


« And ſmooth the current glides, 


_ « Give, then, the ſtruggling priefs'to flow, 
« Which thy clogg'd heart oppreſs ; 

&« Rach word will take a part away, 
&« And make the burthen leſs,” 


« Old Cadwal here diſtraught I ſeek, 
« Here Cadwal dwelt of yore, 

& Here, here, his quiet cottage roſe, 
« But now is here no. more,” - 


« Old Cadwal ſeek't thow? Hapleſs man ! 
4. New torments muſt thou have— 
«© Beneath this venerable elm, 

{+ Behold the ruſtic's grave !? 


6 Oh! wretch accurs?d'! I was the cauſe, 
© T 'reft him of his breath, 

& I robb'd theſe fields of Cadwal's worth, 
** I brought him to his death. 


* Was he nat to his. various kin, 
” (Unworthy I alone !) 

is Was he not guardian, comforter, 
© Friend, father, all in one ? 
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« What honeſt hind, that near him toil'd, 
© But of his ſtore partook?=— 
& Was he not to the needy ſwain | 

_ «6 As to the mead the brook ? 


& Did he not deal to all around. 

_« His ſmile as well as care? 
© Not ev'n the ſparrow of the hedge 
&« But in his love had ſhare, 


© And wretch accurs'd ! I was the cauſe, 
© T ”reft him of his breath, - 

©6 I robb'd theſe fields of Cadwal S word, 

& I brought him to his death.” _ 


& 'Too rigidly, perchance, my fon, _ 

4+ 'Thyſelf thou doſt accuſe, - j 
'*6 And heapeſt on thy burthen'd heart 
M0 "' ORSEUIIEY woes. 


T Ah! how ſevere the puniſhment, 
«© When we ourſelves arraign ! 

© And hatred oft and malice” ſelf 
© Inflit a milder pain. 


4 Leſs harſhly cenſure thy offence, 

«« (Some youthful warmth, I ween !) 
« And give it to mine ears in terms. 

« Soft, candid, and ſerene, 


© 4D; B A L.L AD BY } 


+ Here on this;bank xepaſe, awhile, hifi AShoH 16 


&« And bid theſe tumults ceaſe, $546 
« With thine Ill mix my Ee. 4h 


« And ſooth returning peaces”, |... 1, 


« Ah, father ! thisthine holy love _ 
« Embitters what 1 feal 3.03 ns 7, 
«, Unwittingly thou add'ſt a ſting 
« To ſorrows thou would'lt heal, 7 


« Flere on this bank, what precious hours . 
« Pre known in days of youth, 

« Liſtning the precepts that he gave 

« Of wiſdom and of truth ! 


&« Here in the fwecily; -tranquil eve, . 
© (Day's rugged labour done,) _ 

© Hed tell how good and glorious men 
+ Life's arduous race had run; 


* + Þ © 


« What tides of blood had waſh'd theſe lands, 


& Which we in peace had [ -11 x HEINE 
*. And how the faithful ruſtic:once _ oY 
'* Great Alfred here conceal'd, | 


© But, oh ! my prief.bewilder'd wind... 
*« From reaſon wanders far,,, ,_._ _ - rk 
b { And with vague fangies Ay: mecks.:; 
* Thy kind, thy pious Care.” bd 65 


by 
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<« Heed not, my ſon-—uſe any means 
«<< 'That may aſfſuage thy pain ; 


« Tt is the privilege of woe | 


"x at random to Gs 


< And who of patient ſympathy 


£6 The lib'ral largeſs ſcant, 


'<«« With-hold a bounty dear, I ween . 


« As wealth can ſhow'r on want.” 


Part the Second, 


— 


wv 


© OLD Cadwat here diſtraught I ſeek— | 


« Ah, me! this wayward heart! 


«© That dar'd oppoſe a father's pow'r, 


«© That dar'd his counſel ag ; 


But Emma's charms had won my love, 


«© And made it all her own; 
& I ſought not copious flocks and meads, ; 


-0 *I ſought content alone ; 
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« And, oh ! ſo ſweetly ſhe conform'd 
'« To all I wiſh'd or faid, 45 


« You would have ſworn our hearts, « as twins, | ? 


« Were for each other made. 


4 And was it, holy father, ſay, 
 « Was it a crime to love ; 
© Or to my early plighted vows 

« Uarnange. and NY prove? 


6 Matilda's lofty friends in ſtore 
« Of fleeces did abound, 

« And ample ſheaves entich'd their fields, 
© And orchards roſe around; 


« And theſe poſſeſſions ev'ry hour 
« Were pour'd into mine ear; 

« To count them o'er, my father made 
« His morn and ev*oing care. 


« Sure, if he any failing had, | 
& yas too fond love for me; 


« Hence ſprung the wiſh, that of her flocks 


« I might the maſter be: 


« And ; as he will'd, at; as Yo bade, 

4% Oh! that 1 could have done ! 
* But Emma's charms had won wy love, 
« And made it all her own, 
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cc Day, | 
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cc Say, father, anda T, at the church 
«© Have join'd Matilda's hand, 

& When love and truth, that ſhould attend, 

-.. Were not at my command Ef 


« Her wad granaries—to me 
© They no allurement were ; 
& My Emma's low-roof 'd dairy-hut 
+ To me was dearer far. 


_*« Why afhns large ,offeflions ſeek ? 
_ «© My father did not want; 
& Of copious tributes from the field 
« His barns were nothing ſcant: 


| & But *cwas his will—and ob ! that I 
____ & Could have that will obey'd, 
«© Without the guilt of broken vows, 
«« Or Emma's peace betray'd!. 


& Now that my frowardneſs of heart 

When « Hath brought him to his end, ; 
© For this, before yon hallow'd ſpot 
* In duteous wiſe I'll bend ; 5; 


© For this, will daily wet the ſod _ 

' 274 With my repentant eye, 
'i 4 Nor ever from this ſolitude 
&« To fairer refuge hie.” 
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© Son,” quoth the fire—and caſt a look 
As chilPd the youth all o'er— 

(While minutes paſs'd ere vital warmth 
His ſenſes did reſtore—) 


&« Son,” quoth the ſage, ** thy doubts ſuſpend, 
« Their rifing tumult check— 

 & Tt is thy father claſps thee cloſe, 

66 Apd weeps upon wo neck. 


6 Long have I held thee in diſcourſe 
«* With pent-up agony; 

« Now let my guſhing tears have way, 
« They re bleſſings ſhow'r'd on thee. 


<« Charm'd with thy duteous excellence, 
« Thy ſtrength of filial love, 
© My full forgiveneſs let theſe ſtreams 
* And warm embraces prove ! 


© And, oh! might thou forgive the cauſe 
*« That drove thee from thy home, 

« Sore-ſmote with grief, in diſtant grounds 
©« And ftranger-fields to roam,” 


© Might I forgive !—Oh father, ſuch _ 
4 Unſermly terms reſtrain ; | 
{« Might I forgive !—lIc is enough, 

{+ I ſee thee once again, 


R | « But 


"= 


£E 


« But faid' t thou not, -bonedih yon elm*— 
 _« My deareſt ſon, I did;  _ 

& There have I mark'd the choſen ſpot, 
«© There made my lateſi bed... 


ce of thee berefr, what booted i it 

« To feed the furrow 'd  plaip 3 
< Or what, from autumn? S ſruirful lap 
cc AG heap the ripen graig | E:. 


8h Whom bad 1 th-n to chear my | ſteps 
< ]n ſummer's ſultry rays ? 

« For whom ſhould then the ſocial hearth 
[7208 In winter- ev” ning blaze ? 


& My houſe, my TOO | lefe at large. | 
_ _ + To moulder and decay; Fl. | 
«© Yon humble tenement I rais'd, . 
" "we age's only ſlay. ” 


+0 Enough for me, who meant forlorn 
« To paſs life's lagging eve; 5” 
& My taſk to meditate and prays 
«© My puniſhment to grieve, 


« For oh ! my ſon, too late I felt 
\«« This truth within my heart, 
© That to compel the filial mind {6 
wy ' Is not a parent's part. af 
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| T; And 
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« And hence this penitential garb, 

« And hence theſe ſilver hairs, 
« Whoſe hoary length the fad recluſe 
'« Or penſive hermit wears.” 


« Dear, honour'd father, droop no more; 
«© This on my bended knee _ 

i I crave,—T claim,—reſign thy griefs ; 
& Oh! caſt them all on mes. 

« With unremitting love and care 
« Thy ſorrows Pll afſuage, 

*& And with obſequious duty tend 

_ « "The remnant of thy age.” 


« Ariſe, my ſon, and to my cell 
_ © Together let us wend ; 
« Let us beneath one roof embrace, 
« Ere yet my days ſhall end. 


«© And ſhall the thought of Emma's love 
© No more ſuffuſe thine eye, 

| «4 Nor chide thy father for her loſs ?*— 

—<& She's buried in that ſigh.” 


© What wond'rous bliſs to virtuous minds 
« Will heav'n not deign to lend? 

« Within my homely hut, my ſon, 
*© There all thy ſorrows end, 
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«« There, 
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«© 'There, there, once more till ſweetly- fair” 


&© Thy Emma ſhalt thou ſee ; 
«© Within my homely hut ſhe yy" 
c« SIO age's comfort EI, 


<< Her father dead; I fll'd his Habs; 
©£« The guardian of her youth ; C 
«© ] now reſtore her to'th y love, 
« Thy conſtancy and truth.” 


| Young Cadwal waited' not thor more, 
But to his Emma flew, - - | 

| Where lock'd awhile in cloſe embrace 
| Each to the other grew, 


From incoherent words and fighs 
Such wond*rous tranſports brake, 

Far more than honey'd eloquence - 

_ Withall her tongues could ſpeak, | 


And now with firong enquiring look 
They ſearch each'other's eye, 

And aſk if what they ſee be true, 
And doubt the real joy. 


And now the father's quicken'd ſteps 
They greet with bended grace, 

| And with up-lifted eyes adore, 

And bleſs his rev'rend face, 


«« Now, 


'«« Now, by this hallow'd eve I vow *, 
_ « Soon as the maſs be done, 
« The next enſuing holy-day 

«© The prieſt ſhall make ye one. 


« And ye ſhall live (fo heav'n permit !) 
« To caſt one gleam of light 

& Athwart your father's gath*ring eVey | 
« Or ere he fink in night; 


« Or ere beneath yon aged elm 

« He's number'd with the dead, 
« The choſen ſpot where his own hands 
«© Have made his lateſt bed, 


* But while ſome hours of life are lent, 
6« By pimoges and pray'r, 

* And mem'ry of my errors paſt, 

<< 'Thoſe errors I'll repair : 


+ And oft as I recount them o'er, 
« Thy fteady faith 1'11 praiſe, 

* And for my deareſt boy once more 

+ The ſocial hearth ſhall blaze. 


- 
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* Probably Chriſtmas-E ve, as December is mentioned in the 


opening of the tale, 


Y 
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ce Age e ev'n as youth, thou ſeeſt, my i. 
« Is hable to fall, 
oe And ſelf-reproof and penitence 


_ * Alike beſeem us all,” 


XXIV. 


The CRUBL BLACK: 


A "Gaal ballad of the cragical ond of a oallant lord 
and virtuous lady; together with the untimely death 


_ of their two children : wickedly performed by a hea- 


theniſh and blood-thirſty black-a- moor, their ſervant ; 
the like of which cruelty and murther was never heard 


of before. | 


N Kone a nobleman did wed 
A virgin of great fame.z 
A fairer creature never did 
Dame nature ever frame: 
By whom he had two children fair, 
Whoſe beauty did excel; 
They were their parents only joy, 
They loy'd them both fo well. 


The lord he lov'd to hunt the buck, 
The tyger, and the boar ; 

And Rtill for ſwiftneſs always took 
With him a black-a-moor ; 

Which black-a-moor within the wood | 
His lord he did offend, 

For which he did him then corre&t, 

| In hopes he would amend. 


The day it grew unto an end, 

Then homewards he did haſte, 
Where with his lady he did reſt, 
Until the night was paſt. 

Then in the morning he did riſe, 

| And did his ſervants call, 

A hunting he provides to go, | 
Deg they were ready all, 


To cauſe the toyl the lady did 
Intreat him not to go; 
i Alas, good lady,” then quoth hee, 
© Why art thou grieved ſo?  _ 
'©© Content thyſelf, I will return | 
* With ſpeed to thee again,” 
* Good father,” quoth the little babes, | 
* With us here till remain, ' ” 
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66 Farewel, 


, ULAR 2 ere Dee 
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« Farewel, dear children, l will go. 
« A fine thing for to buy z” oh 


But they, therewith nothing content, 


Aloud began to cry. 
The mother takes them by the band, 
Saying, © Come, go with me 


 & Unto the higheſt tower, where 


« Your father you ſhall ſee,” 


'The black-a-moor, perceiving now, 
Who then did ſtay behind, 

His lord to be a hunting gone, 
Began to call to mind; 

« My maſter he did me corre, 
« My fault not being great; 

«© Now of his wife I il be reveng'd, 

- 4 She ſhall not me intreat.” 


 'The place was moated round about, 


The bridge he up did draw ; _ 
The gates he bolted very faſt, 
Of none he ſtood in awe. 


He vp into the tower went, 


"The lady being there, 
Who when ſhe ſaw his countenance grim, 
he ſtraight __ to fear, 
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But now my trembling heart it quakes 

| To think what I muſt writez | 

My ſenſes all begin to fail, 
My ſoul it doth affright: : 

Yet muſt I make an end of this, Fo 
Which here I have begun, | 

Which will make fad the hardeſt heart, oy 
Before that I have done. 


This wretch unto the lady went, 
And her with ſpeed aid will, 
His luſt forthwith to ſatisfy, 
His mind for to fulfil. _ 
The lady the amazed was, - 
To hear the villain ſpeak; _ 
« Alas,” quoth ſhe, ©* what ſhall I do?. 
© With grief my heart will break.” 


With that he took her in his arms, . 
She ſtraight for help did cry : "LEA 
* Content yourſelf, lady,” he ſaid, _ 
* Your huſband is not nigh: | 
« The bridge is drawn, the gates are ſhut, 
* Thereſore come lye with me, 
* Orelſe I do proteſt and, vow,. 
66 Thy: butcher I l will be,” 


253 


l 
[] 
i 
L 
= 
q 


OLD BALLADS, 


"The cryſtal tears rah down her face, 
Her children cry'd amain, 
And ſought to help their mother dear, - 
But all it was in vain; 
For that egregious filthy rogue 
Her hands behind her bound, 
And then perforce with all his might, | 
He threw her on the ground, 


With that ſhe ſhrick'd, her children ery'd, | 
 _ And ſuch a noiſe did make, 
That towns-folks, hearing her laments, 

Did ſeek their parts to take : v7 
But all in vain, no way was found 

To help the lady's need, 

Who cry'd to them moſt piteoully, 
« O help! O help with ſpecd !”. 


Some run into the ſoreſt wide, 
Her lord home for to call; 
And they that ſtood till did lament 
This gallant lady's fall 
With ſpeed her lord came poſtivg ger i 
He could not enterinz n 
His lady's cries did pierce' his hearr, | 
To call he did begin ; pEETT TD 


« O hold 
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« O hold thy hand, thou ſavage moor, 
- 4 T9 hurt her do forbear, BT 
« Orelſe be ſure, if I do live, 
_ &« Wild horſes ſhall thee tear.” 
With that the rogue rad to the wall, 

He having had bis will, BETS 
And brought one child under his arm, 
His deareſt blood to ſpill. 


The child, ſeeing his father there, 

To him for help did call:  -— 

« Oh father ! help ty mother dear, 
<« We ſhall be killed all,” 

Then fell the lord upon his knee, 
And did the moor 1ntreat, 

To fave the life of this poor child, 

| Whoſe fear was then ſo great. 


' But this vile wretch the little child 

By both the heels did take, - ; 

| And daſt'd his brains againſt the wall, 
Whilſt parents hearts did ake : 

That being done ſtraightway he ran 
The other child to fetch, £ 

And pluck'd it from the mother” s breaf, 

Moſt like a cruel wretch. 


© 
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Within one hand a knife he brought, Fs 
The child within the other $0 ts 

And holding it over the wall, © 
Saying, ©* Thus ſhall die hy nalher, 

| With that he cut the throat of it; 5 Hubs 

Then to the father he did call, : 

; To look how he the head did cut, bo 

And down the head did fall. #H 


#. 7 - — - 
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This da he threw i it down the wall 
Into the moat ſo deep; go FEW BT gee 
Which made the father wring his hands, Leads? 
And grievouſly to weep. © _ 0; 
Then to the lady went this rogue, 
Who was near dead with fear, | 
Yet this vile wretch moſt cruelly, 27 
Did. drag her by the bair $: #: Tok 


And drew her to the very hs { 
| Which when her lord did fee, es 
Then preſently he cried out, 4 up 
And fell upon his knee: Ted $1 
Quoth he, © If thou wilt ſave her life, $144 
| 4. Whom I do love ſo dear, | 4:7906% 
«6 ] will forgive thee all is paſt, | 
+ Though they concern me near. | 


- 


_ & Q ſave 
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« O ſave her life, I thee beſeech 3 121 
« O ſave her, I thee pray, 
« And I will grant thee what thou wilt 
© Demand of me this day.” 
« Well,” quoth the moor, ** I do rags 
© The moan that thou doſt make : 
© If thou wilt grant me what I aſk, 
| « P'}l fave her for thy ſake,” | - 


'& O ſave her life, and then demand 
«© Of me what thing thou wilt.” 
' & Cut off thy noſe, and not one drop £5 
- « Of her blood ſhall be ſpilt.” Way 
With that the lord preſently took © © ©.15; 
A knife within his hand, 
| And then his noſe he quite cut off, 
In place where he did ſtand, 


_ © Now I have bought my lady's life,” 
| He to the moor did call : 
4 Then take her,” quoth this wicked rogue; 
And down he let her fall. 
Which when her gallant lord did ſee, 
His ſenſes all did fail; RS 
Yet many ſought to ſave his life, 
But nothing could prevail. 


Vor, IV, ns: | When 


When as the moor did ſee him dead, 
| "Then did he laugh amain _ 
| At them who for their gallant lotd, 
And lady did complain: 
| Quoth he, © I know you'll torture me, © 
© [f that you can me get, _ 
© But all your threats I do not fear, 
«© Nor yet regard one' whit, 


£© Wild horſes ſhall my body tear, 

© T know it to be true, | 

&« But I'll prevent,you of that pain ;t0 ” 
And down himſelf he threw. 

Too good a death for ſuch a wretch, 

_ A villain void of fear! __ , 
And thus doth end as ſad a tale, 

As ever man did hear. 
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The TRAG EDY. of PHILLIS; complaining 
of the dh loue of Amyntas, 


MYNTAS on 2 comcaats "REI 

To ſhun Apollo's beames, 

Was driving of his flockes away, | | 
To taſt ſome cooling ſtreames 3 - 

And through a forreſt as he went. 
Unto a river fide, <. | | 

A voyce which from'a groue werent 
Invited him to bide, 
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The voyce well ſeem'd for to bewray 
Some male-contented minde : 
For oft times did he heare i it ſay, 
Ten thouſand times vnkind : 
The remnant of that raging mone 
Did all efcape his eare, 
_ For every word brought forth a grone, - 
And every grone a teare. 


| And neerer when he did repaire, 

| Both face and voyce he knew, 
He ſaw that Phillis was come there 
_ Her plaints for to renew : 
Thus leaving her vnto her plaints,  - | 
_ And ſorrow-ſlaking grones, 
He heard her deadly diſcontents 

Thus all breake forth at once, - 


Amintas, is my loue to thee 

Of ſuch a light account, (Ant, 

'That thou diſdain'ſt to PO on my | 

Or loue as thou wert wont 2? 

Were thoſe the oaths that thou aide make, 
The vowes thou did'ſt concelue, | 

When I, for thy contentment's ſake, 
Mige hearts delight did leaue 2. 


a 
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How oft didſt thow'proteſt: tome, 

The heauens ſhould turne:to'nought, 
The ſunne ſhould firſt obſcured be, 

Ere thou wouldſ change thy thought ? _ 
Then, heav*n, diſfolue without delay _- 

Sunne, ſhew thy face no more, | 
Amyntas loue is loſt for ay, 

And woe is me therefore. 


Well might I, if I had been wiſe, 
Foreſeene what now | finde ! | 
But too much loue did fill mine eyes, 
And made my 1udgement blinde ; 
But ab, alas ! th'effe&t doth proue 
Thy drifts were but deceit, : 
For true and vndiſſembled love 

Will never turne to 0 hate. 


All thy behaviours were (God knowes)/ 
Too ſmooth and too diſcreet : + 
Like ſugar which impoyſoned growes,. 
Suſpect becauſe its ſweet : 
Thine oaths and vowes did promiſe more 
| Then well thou couldſt performe, 
Much like a calme that comes before 
An unexpeed ſtorme. 
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by God Lalles it vols dds pievs me much . 

| For to be kill'd for thee-; 1 0 

{ But oh! too neere it. doth me earch, 

| That thou ſhouldſi murder mee 3 Fo ha 
God knowes, I care notfor-the paine-! 

| Can come for loſſe of breath; _- // LEG 
Tis thy vokindnefſe, cruel fiyaine,: 

That grieves me to the death. '- 


Amyntas, tell me, if thou may, 
If any fault of mine ' | _ 

Hath given thee cauſe thus to. beray | 

_ Mine hearts delight and thine? 

| No, no, alas ! it could not be, 

| My loue to thee was ſuch, 

_ Valeſle that if I vrged thee, 

In louipg thee too much, 


'But ah, alas! what doe I gaine, 
| By theſe my fond complaiats? _ 
_ My dolour doubles thy diſdaine, 

_ My griefe thy ioy augments: 
Although it yield no greater good, | 
| It oft doth eaſe my mind, 

For to reproach th' ingratitude -- 
Of him who is unkind, 
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With that her hand, cold, wan, and pale, 
Upon her breſt ſhe layes, 
| And ſeeing that her breath did faile, 
She ſighes, and then ſhe ſayes, 
_ « Amintas!” and with that, pou mayd, 
She ſigh'd againe full fore, 
That after that ſhe never ſayd, 
Nor figh'd nor breath'd no more, 
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BLEW-CAP FOR ME; 
OR 
A Scottiſh laffe her reſolute chuſing, 
Phee have bonny a all other refuſing, 


In two Parts, 


do Ethav 3 Part the Firſt, 


\OME hither the merri'{t of all the Nine, 
Come fit thee down by me and let vs be iolly, 


| And in a full cup of Apollo's wine 


Wee'll drowne our old enemy mad agar $ s 
Which when wee haue done, 


Wee'll betweene vs deuiſe 
A dainty new ditty | 
With art to compriſe ; 


And of this new ditty 


The matter ſhall be ; 
Gif ever I have a man, 
 Blew-cap for mee 


There 
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There liues a blithe lafſe in Faukeland towne, 
And ſhee had ſome ſuitors, I wot not how wives : 
But her reſolution ſhe had ſet. downe, 
That ſhee*d haue a Blew-cap, gif <re ſhe had _ . 
An Engliſh man, | 
When our good king was chore, 
Came often unto her, 
And loued her deare : 
But ſtill ſhe replide, *©* Sir, 
« I pray let me be; 
 « Gif ever I haue a man, 
©« Blew-cap for me,” 


A Welch man that had a long ſword by her fide, 
Red pritches, red tublet, red coat, and red peard, 
Was make a,great ſhew with a great deal of pride, - +. 
And tell her firange tale that the like was nere heard : 
Was reckon her pedigree, 
' Long before Prute, 
No body was by her 
That can her confute: 
— But ſtill ſhe replide, ** Sir, 
__ & 1 pray letmebe; 
* Gif ever I have a man, 
'* Blew-cap for me,” 


A Frenche 
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A French-man, that largely was booted and ſpurd, 
Long lock't with a ribbon, long points and breeches, 

Hee's ready to kifle her at every ward, 
And for further exerciſe bis fingers itches ; 

6 You be pritty wench, 

_« Mitris, par ma foys 

8 Begar me doe loue you, 

© Then be not you coy : 

But ftill ſhe replide, ** Sir, 

#1 pray let me be; 

©& Gifever I have a man, 

_ 4 Blew-cap for me.” 


An Iriſh man, with a long ſkeane in his hoſe, 

Did think to obtain her it was no great matter, _ 
Vp ftayres to her chamber o lightly he goes, 
"That ſhe ne're heard him untill he came at her; 
Quoth he, *©* I doe loue you, 

« By fate and by trote, 

* And if you will have me, 
46. Experience ſhall ſhote :** 
But fiill ſhee replide, ** Sir, 

« I pray let me be; 
_ 6 Gif ever TI have a man, - 
* Blew-cap for me.” 


Part 
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Part the Second, 


A DAINT Y ſpruce ys with haire black as 
jetty; 4.4 
| Long cloak with round cape, 2 Jong tapier ahd Dh | 
He told her,. if that ſhe could Scotland forget, / 
Hee'd ſhew: her the wines as they grow in the rineyard- 
« If thou wilt abandon_ 
«© 'This country ſo cold, 
_ © Tle ſhew thee faire Spaine, 
* And much Indian gold, 
But till ſhe replide, © Sir, 
« I pray let me be ; 
4 Gif ever I have a man, 
** Blue-cap for me,” 


A haughty 


\ 
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A haughty high German of Hamborough towne, 
A proper tall gallant with mighty muſtachoes : 
He weepes if the laſſe upon him doe but frowne, 

Yet hee's a great fencer that comes to ore-match VS, 
But yet all his fine fencing 
Could not get the lafle ; 
She deny'd him fo oft, - 
That he wearyed was : 
For ſtill ſhe replide, & Sir, 
«« I pray let me be; 
«« Gif ever I have a man, 
6 Blew-cap for me.” 


A Netherland mariner there came by chance, 
- Whoſe cheekes did reſemble two roaſting BRGRDen ; ; 
To this cany laſſe he his ſute did advance, 
' And as taught by nature he: cunningly flatrers: | 
& Tack will make thee,” ſaid he,” | 
&© Sole lady o'th' fea; 
<© Both Spaniards and Engliſhmen 
« Shall thee obey ;* 


| But till the replide, * Sir, 


6 I pray let me be; 


 $ Gif ever I have a man, 


6 Blew-cap for mee,” 


Theſe 
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"Theſe ſundry ſutors of ſeverall lands, 
Did daily ſolicite this laſſe for her fauour, 
And every one of them alike vnderſtands, | 
That to win the prize they in vain did endeauours 
For ſhe had reſolued 
(As I before ſaid) 
' To haue;bonny Blew-cap, 
Or elſe dee a maid. 
Unto au her ſuppliants _ 
Sul! replyde ſhe, . 
_ *% Gif ever have a man, 
« Blew-cap for mee.” paler £03 6 
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At laſt came a Scottiſh man (with a blew cap), 
And be was the party for whom ſhe had tarry'd, 
To get this blithe bonny laſſe *twas his gude hap, 
They gang'd to the kirk and were d mgoreeb 7 'd; 
I ken not weel whether Ts 8: 
It were lord or "PL 
They caude him ſome ſike. 
| Alike name as I heard, 
To chuſe him from all 
She did gladly agree, 
And till ſhe cry'd Blew-cap, 
Th art welcome to mee... 


XXVII. SELDOME 
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SELDOME COMES THE BETTER: 


OR, 


An admonition to all ſorts of people, as huſbands, wines, 
maſters, and ſeruants, &c. to auoid mutability, and to 
fix their minds on what they poſeſſe, 


In two Parts, 
| Part the, Firſt, _ 


OU men that are well wived, 
And yet doe rail on fate, 
| As though you were deprived 
Thereby of happy ſtate; _ 
Learne well to be contented 
With a good wife, if you get her, 
For often when the old wite's dead, 
- Seldome comes the better, 
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[ once had a wife, |; pts ih 
O would to God ſhe had lived ' 
For while the Lord lent me her life, 
Indifferent well I thrived; 
Yet cauſe that ſhe would chide at me, 
I wiſht that death would ſet. herz 
But ſince I haue got a worſe than ſhee, 
| For ſeldome comes wo hater, 


She would tell me for my good, 
That I muſt leaue my vice, 
But I not rightly underſtoad _ 
Her counſell of high price: 
Full glad was I when ſhe was dead, 
So much at nought I ſet her ; 
But ſince I haue got a worſe in her ſtead, 
For ſeldome comes the better, 


I now haue one that's not content 
With any thing I doe; 

The others tongue did me torment, 
This ſcolds and beates me too. 

I thought when I was rid of one, 
That Fortune was my debtor ; 

But now I ſee, when one wife's gone, 
That ſeldome comes the better. 
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That wife would only me reprooue 
For waſting of my floreg 
But this; as well as I, doth lous © 
The good als-pot, and more: 
She'll fit at the alchouſe all the day, 
And if the houſe will let her, 
She'll run on the ſcore, and I muſt pay; 
Thus ſeldome comes the better. 


'The other was a huſwife good, 
When ſhe a penny ſpent, 

It went from her like drops of bloud, 
Toth' alehouſe ſhe ne*re went, 

VUnlefle it were to fetch home me, 
For which at nought I ſet her ; 

But this wife is quite contrary, 

| For ſeldome comes a better. 


And if I doe rebuke her, as 
A huſband ought and will, 
She'll call me rogue and raſcall baſe, 
Her tongue will ne're lye ſtill; © 
Nay, much adoe I-haue'to ſhun 
Her blowes, if much I fret her: 
| The other quickly would have done ; 
Thus ſeldome comes the better, 
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The. Second Part, 


WHEN I conſider well of this, 
It ſore doth vexe my minde ; 

0 then I thinke what tis to miſſe * 

A wife that's true and kinde, 

There's many men like me that have 
Good wines, yet wiſh for neater, 

| And faine would ſend the old toth* grave, 

In hope they ſhall have Rs... 


ut that doth ſeldome come to paſſe; 
Though many hope it will: 

Therefore let him that has a good laſſe, 
Deſire to keepe her ſtill: _ FORE 

Nay, though ſhe hath ſome ſmall defeR, | 
To chide when he doth fret her, . 

Yet let him not her love neglet, _ 
For ſeldome comes the better. 


— 
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Some thinke that were their old wues , 
Such are their fickle mindes, 
They ſhould get richer in their ſteade, 
But few or none that findes 
Their expeRation anſwered. 
| Suppoſe the portion's greater, 
| Yet he may ſay as I have ſed, 
That ſeldome comes the better, 


That's many lads and laſſes young, 
That in good ſeruice light, 

And yet they thinke that they haue wrong 
To ſerue their time out quite: 

They loue to ſhift from place to place, 
Toth' little from the greater, 

Till at laſt they ſay, in wofull caſe, 
 _ Faith, ſeldome comes the better. 


Change of paſture makes fat calues, 
This is a proverb. vs'd, 
' Which fore another like it ſalues, 
And helpes the firſt abus'd. 
A roling ſtone ne're gathers moſle : 
So hee that is a flitter 
From houſe to houſe, ſhall find with loſle, 
- T hat ſeldome comes the better, 


Likewiſe 
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Likewiſe ſome men and women both; 
When they have ſervants true, 

To keepe them ouer-long th' are loth, 

' But till they wiſh for new : 

And hauing put the old away, 

They take ſome farre vnfitter, 

Which being tride, at laſt they ſay, 

Faith, ſeldome comes the better. 


And he that hath a perfe& friend; 
Let him retaine his love, 
Leſt loſing th* old, the new ith* end = 
A feigned friend doe proue : 
And ſo it happens many times, 
As ſome can tell that yet are 
Alive, and doe lament their crimes, 
With ſeldome comes the better, - 


Therefore let all, both men and wiues, | 
Seruants and maſters all, | 
Thinke on this prouerbe all their lives, 
| The vſe ont is not ſmall: 
If you are well; yourſelues ſo keepe; 

And ſtrive not to be greater ; 
Be ſure to looke before you leape, 
For ſeldome comes the better. 
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' XXVIIL, 
' The LOVER's LAMENTABLE TRAGEDY, 


Pon hearts of London city, 
Now be mov'd with grief and Pity, 
_ Since by love 1 am undone :; | 
| Now I languiſh in my anguiſh, 
Too, too ſoon my heart was won, 


_ By him Iam ſtrangely flighted, | 

| In whom I folong delighted, * 

He vupkindly ſhews diſdain ; 

And my grief is paſt relief: 
Alas ! my heart will break with painz 


Damon, you my paſſion knew well, 

How then could you be ſo cruel, 
Firſt my heart to ſet on fire, 

Then to leave me, and deceive me, 
When I've granted your deſire, 
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Sit 


Come and ſee me as I'm lying, 

Bleeding for your ſake and dying ; 
Yet my ghoſt ſhall trouble you ; 

When I depart with broken heart, 
Then all your comfort bid adieu, 


Thou ſhalt never be contented, 
But by night and day tormented, 
- Since thou wert ſo falſe to me ; 
Celia, dying, thus lay crying, 

1 will be a plague to thee. 


. Down her cheeks the tears did trickle, 
Blaming Damon, too, too fickle, 

Till her tender heart was broke . 

| Difſcontented, thus ſhe fainted, 
Yiclding to death's fatal ſtroke. _ 


When this news was to him carried, 
All his joys were ſpoil'd and marred, 
And his heart was fild with pain ; ; 
Still expreſſing, what a bleſſing 
| He had loſt by his diſdain. © © «© 
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XXIX, 
FAIR SUSAN of SOMERSETSHIRE: 


OR, 


The wronged Lady's Lamentation and untimely Death, 


CIR William, a knight of fix thouſand a year, 
PF He courted fair Suſan of Somerſetſhire, | 
The beautifulPfſt creature that ever was ſeen, 
A lady by birth, though her fortune was mean ; 
What paſſed between them 11 tell you in brief, 
Who hear it may figh with a heart full of grief. 


To 
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To her he pretended the greateſt of love, 

And held her in hand for three months and above, 
- Toviting her often to feaſt at his hall ; 

' Atlength he to wanton embraces would fall, 
Which when ſhe perceiv'd, ſhe ſighing would fay, 
« Don't ruin an innocent lady I pray,” 


« O talk not of ruin, thou joy of my heart, 
* So long as we live, love, we never will part, 
« So ſure as I give thee this amorous kiſs ; 
W Then let me arrive to the rapture of bliſs : 
4 Tf ever I'm falſe or diſloyal to thee, 
© May God's divine vengeance then fall upon me '”_ 


| The innocent lady, then ſtruck with ſarprize, 
Beſought him with ſorrowful tears in her eyes, 

| That he would not tempt her to any ſuch thing, 
The which without queſtion her ruin would bring ; 
Yet ſtill with new arguments her' be affail'd, 

Tho' long ſhe reſiſted, at length he prevail'd, 


He having obtained his earneſt requeſt, 

dhe proved with child; then with ſorrows oppreſt, 
He left her whom once he did ſeem to adore, 

And all his raſh vows he regarded no more, 

No creature ſo falſe and deceitful as he, | 

That ſwears to 'be true, and yet perjur'd will be, 
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The innocent lady, with ſorrows oppreſt, 

With tears in her eyes, and with ſobs from her breaft, 
She cry'd, «© There's no ſorrow, no ſorrow like mine; 
« Oh why had fir William ſo baſe a deſign ! 

«© Before 1 conſented, O that I had dy'd ! 

_* I'm ruin'd, Pm in rol64ns I'm ruin'd,” ſhe cry'd, 


oh Againſt you, fir William, 1 needs wuſt excels, 
- & You courted for love, and have cloath'd me1 with ſhame, 
« A ſorrow which Iam unable to bear; 
«« My honour is gong, I will die in deſpair, 
« And haunt you by night with my wandring ghoſt, 
6 That-you may. _ have ay reaſon to bole, 


_ «& You ſhall have no > pleaſure, but outiacty find 

« The cries of your conſcience, the trouble of mind, 
6« Both ſleeping and waking, where-ever you go, 

6 For ſeeking my ruin and ſad overthrow, 

© And breaking the vows that you ſolemnly made. 

_ & Before you my innocent virtues betray'd,” 


Retir'd from friends, her cloſe chamber the kept, 
W here for her misfortune ſhe bitterly wept, - 
And finding her folly ſhe no ways could hide, 
With grief ſhe miſcarry'd, in ſorrow ſhe dy'd; 
Whoſe wand'ring ghoſt then did often atfright 
Her falſe-hearted lover, and treacherous knight, 
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Sometimes to his chamber at midnight ſhe came, 

The room being filPd with a fiery flame 

Her trembling ghoſt near the curtains would ſtand, 

' With either a dagger or ſword in her hand, 

As if ſhe would ſtab her falſe knight where he lay, 
And then with a ſhriek ſhe would vaniſh away, 


But once above all a ſtrange groaning he heard, 
And ftrait with a child in her arms ſhe appear'd, 
Which then on his bed ſhe lay cloſe on his lide ; 
It frighted him fo, that he ficken'd and dy'd 
Within a week after the ſame he beheld ; 

To all that he told it, with wonder were fill'd. 


Now as in a frightful condition he lays :- 
"To all his dear friends he was pleaſed to ſay ; 
_ & I wronged a lady, I needs muſt confeſs, 
 & And brought her to ſorrow, to ſhame, and diflreſs, 
& And now ſince the glaſs of my life is near run, 
* I'm going to anſwer for what I bave done, 


{© T was falſe to my love, and my oath .I have broke, 
« And death he ſtands ready with one fatal ſtroke 
. #& Tofſend me away, but I cannot tell where; 

i I have done amiſs and muſt die in deſpair, 

{4 Let me be a-warning to all that ſhall hear 

'« Of my death, for being fo falſe to my dear,” 
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TIMEs ALTERATION. 


HE N this old cap was new, 
"T's fince two hundred year, 
| No malice then we knew, 

Burt all things plenty were ; | 
All friendſhip. now decays, 

(Believe me, this is true) 

Which was not in thoſe days, 
When this old cap was new, 
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The nobles of our land 

| Were much delighted then, 

To have at their command 
A crew of luſty men, 

Which by their coats were known 
Of tawny, red, or blue, . 

With creſts on their ſleeves ſhown, 
When this old Cap Was, new. 


Now pride hath baniſh'd all, 
Unto our land's reproach, 
When he whoſe means is ſmall, - 
Maintains both horſe and coach ; E 
Inſtead of an hundred men, 
The coach allows but two; 
This was not thought on then, 
When this old cap. Was DEWs 


Good hoſpitality 
Was cheriſh'd then of many : 
Now poor men ſtarve and die, 
And are not help*d by any ; 
For charity waxeth cold, a; | nn 
And love is found in few ; 
This was not in time of old, 
When this old cap was new, 
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Where ever you travell'd then, 
You might meet on the way | 


Brave knights and gentlemen, 


Clad in their country gray, _ 
That courteous would appear, 
| And kindly welcome you; | 
No puritans then were, . 
When this old cap was new. 


Qui ladies in thoſe days 
| In civil habit went; 

Broad. cloth was then worth veal; 
And gave the beſt content : 


' French faſhions then were won 


Fond fangles then none knew; 
Then modeſty women adorn'd,. - 
When this old cap was new» 


A man might then behold, 


At Chriſtmas, in each hall, - 
Good fires to curb the cold, 

And meat for great and ſmall; .. _ 
The neighbours were friendly biden, 

And all had welcome true, . 


The poor from the gates were not chidden, 


When this old Cap Was neW. 
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Black Jacks to every man 
Were fill'd with wine and beer ; . 
No pewter pot nor can | 
In thoſe days.did appear: h 
Good cheer in a nobleman's houſe 
Was counted a ſeemly ſhew ; 
We wanted no brawn nor ſouſe, 
When this old cap was new. 


We took not ſuch delight _ 
In cups of filver fine; 
None under the degree of a knight 
In plate drunk beer or wine: 
| Now each mechanical man 
 Hath a cupboard of plate for a ſhew; ; 
Which was a rare thing then, ' 
- When this old cap was new. 
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Then bribery was unborn, 

No fimony men did uſe; 
Chriſtians did uſury ſcorn, Bs ; l 
| Devis'd among the Jews, 
The lawyers to be fee'd 
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At that time hardly knew; q ; 
For man with man agreed, t 


When this old cap was new. 
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No captain then carous'd, 


| Nor ſpent poor ſoldier's pay; 


They were not ſo abus'd, 
As they are at this day: 
Of ſeven days they make eight, 


To keep from them their due; 


Poor ſoldiers had their right, 


When this old cap was new. 


Which made them forward till 
To go, although not preſt ; 
And going with good will, | 
| Their fortunes were the beſt, 
Our Engliſh then in fight 
Did foreign foes ſubdue, 
And forc'd them all to flight, 


| When this old cap was new. - 6 


God fave our gracious king, 
And ſend him long to live's 
Lord, miſchief on them bring, 
That will not their alms give, 
But ſeek to rob the poor 
Of that which is their duet 
This was not in time of yore, 
When this old cap was new. 
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The MERCHANT"s SON and BEGGAR-WENCH 
of HULL. | 


OUNG gallants all, I pray draw near, 
_ And you this pleaſant jeſt ſhall hear, 
How a poor beggar-wench of Hull 

A merchant's ſon of York did gull. 


One morning on a certain day, 
He cloath'd himſelf in rich array, 
And took with him, as it is told, 
The ſum of ſixty pounds in gold, 


Oo mounting on a prancing ſteed, 
He towards Hull did ride with ſpeed, 
Where, in his way, he chanc'd to ſce 
A beggar-wench of baſe degree. 


She aſked him for ſome relief, 

And ſaid, with ſeeming tears of grief, | 
That ſhe had neither houſe nor home, _ 
But for her living was torc'd fo roam, 


He ſeemed to lament her caſe, 

| And ſaid, © Thou haſt a pretty face, 

« And if thov'lt lodge with me,” he cry 'd, 
« With of thou a be fuiahy's "ei 


Her Glence ſcem'd to give conſent, 

$0 to a little houſe they went: 

The landlord laugh'd to ſee him kiſs 
'The TO TIN" and ragged miſs, 


' He needs would 2 a es Ireſt, 
And call'd for liquor of. the beſt, 
And there they took off bumpers free, 
The jovial beggar-wench and he: 


A doſe ſhe gave him as "tis ks. PN 
Which by the landlady was boughtz 4 
For all the night he lay 1 in bed, TE 
Secure as if he had been dead. 


Then did ſhe put on all his cloaths, 
His coat, his breeches, and his hoſe, 
His hat and periwig likewiſe, 

And ſeiz'd upon the golden prize, 


Her 
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Her greaſy petticoat and gown, 

In which ſhe rambled up and down, 
She left the mercbant's ſon in lieu, 
Her bag of bread and bacon too. 


Down ſtairs like any ſpark ſhe goes, 

Ten guineas to the hoſt ſhe throws, 

At which he ſmil'd, ſhe went her way, 

| And ne'er was heard of from that day.- - 


| When he had took his long repoſe, 

He look*d about and miſs'd this cloaths, | 
And ſaw her rags left in the room, 
How he did ſtorm, and fret and fume ! 


Yet wanting cloaths and friends in town, | 
Her ragged petticoat and gown, 

He did put on, and mounting ſtrait, 
Bemoaned his unhappy fate. 


You would have laugh'd to ſee the dreſs 
Which he was in ; yet, ne*ertheleſs, 

He homewards rid, and often ſwore 

He'd never kiſs a beggar more. 
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AURA ad ALEXIS. 


AAR diſtant from the buſy train 
A beauteous pair refide; 
'The faireſt nymph on all the plain, 
And he the Shepherd's pride. 


On Aura blooming health beſtows 

Charms unimprov'd by artz 

Her cheek like modeſt roſes glows, 
To captivate the heart. 


The lilies, in her boſom plac'd, 
Forget their native bed; 

And ſnow-drops, by that boſom grac'd, 
A new-born ſweetneſs ſhed, 


Alexis, oft in ſoft-tun'd lays, 
His Aura's beauties fings ; - 
The neighb'ring foreſt with her praiſe 
In anſw'cing echoes rings. 


f 
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At noon, beſide the gurgling ſtream, 
She hears his artleſs tales 
Or liſtens to his love-ſick theme, 
In ſome rad vale. 


Thus bleſt, and bleſſing each, they dwelt, 
With virtuous paſſion burn'd ; 

And, with an heart- felt rapture, felt 
That virtuous flame return'd, 


But, ah ! how fleeting are our joys, 
How ſubje& to decay ! 

Corroded by unſeen alloys, 
They tranſient paſs away. 


Near Aura's cot a manſion ſtood, 
And rear its lofry head 
Amidſt the cloud-afpiring wood, 
Which far its branches ſpread. 


Alonzo, of a noble race, 
Poſſeſ#d this ſtately pile ; 

A youth adorn'd with every grace 
That might the heart beguile. 


As paſſing by one day by chance, 
Where lovely Aura tray a” 

He view'd her various charms aſkance, 
And all her form ſurvey'd, 
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He view'd her lips, of rubies made, 
Her gloflſy nut-brown hair, 

Whoſe ringlets caſt a pleaſing ſhade, 

| And made her neck more fair. 


The frighted maid, in dread ſurpriſe, 
 _Whth faultring footſteps flew, 
And turning back her ſparkling eyes, 


& From whence,” ſhe cry'd, ** are'you 2? 


| The youth with extacy addreſs'd © 
The unexperienc'd maid": 

© Return, return, thou heav *n-born gueſt, 
«© Nor be of aught atraid, 


« Let no vain doubts tby thoughts moleſt, 
& Thou more than mortal fairz 
& Be lulPd thy mind to tranquil reſt, 
© And baniſh'd every care, _ 


6 Behold thy ſuppliant lover faint 

\ ** Entreats thee not to fly ; j 

« Oh, deign to hear his tender plaint, - 
6 Or bid him inſtant die, 


«© But Nature never form'd that frame 
& On purpoſe to deſtroy ; 

& Thea let me from thy pity claim 
« A diſtant hope of joy.” 
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In am*rous ſtrains he told, with ſighs, 
The flame his boſom felt, _ 

And pearly tears bedew?d his eyes, | 
The Mey maid. to melt, 


Wa eau his language fow'd, 
In pleaſing accents dreſs?d, 

And while ber face with bluſhes glow? d, 
Her willing hand he preſs'd.. 


Her half-averted cheek he kiſs'd, 
And vow'd his love ſincere ; 
Nor could her feeling heart reſiſt 

The tribute of a tear, 


Awhile her way'ring mind's reſolv'd ; 
Awhile ſhe doubts again ; 

Now thinks how well Alexis lov'd, 
Then deems his loving vain, 


At length he bids a laſt farewel 
To {wains and rural life, 

Forſakes her peaceful, humble cell, 
And 1s Alonzo's wife. 


In ſcenes 5 joy bes time the ſpends, 
With mirth her hours glide, 

And chearful oalety attends _ 
This more than happy bride. q 


VU; | Her 
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Her days *midſt ſoft delights ſhe pally 


- In pleaſure*s myſtic round, | 
Each night more bappy than the laſt, 
With freſh enjoyments crown'd. 


But ſoon the fickle youth was cloy'd 
With even Aura's charms; _ 

He ſaw, admit*d, and enjoy'd, 

Then ſated—lett her arms, 


Say, who can paint the various pains 
Which Aura's boſom rent, 

Or. who recount her piteous-ſtrains, 

I And not her fate lament? 


 *'Tywas now ſhe found her native cot 
Could more content beſtow, 

Than thoſe in an exalted lor, 
Amidſt their greatneſs, know, 


- 


| Twas now ſhe thought on thoſe bleſ days, 
Devoid of guilt or fear, 


When ſhe her faithfyl ſhepherd's lays 
With rapture usd to hear, 


ce Alas | forſaken as thou art,” 
The hapleſs mourner cry*'d, 
« TJuſily thy boſom feels the ſmart_ 
_ *« Of coquetry and pride, 


06 Ah, 
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« Ab, why did flatt'ry's ſyren voice 
« $9 ſoon enchant my ear? 

« Or why was glitt'ring ſtate my choice 

«© Beſet with thorns of care ? 

« Say, injur'd youth —Alexis ſay— 

' 4 Have not the gods above 

« Eſpous'd thy cauſe with rigid ſway, 
«© And puniſh'd faithleſs love ? 


6« But ceaſe, my heart, upbraiding's vain, 
& Nor fill with tears my eye, 

« No more with fruitleſs words complain, 
« But teach me how to die, 


« And if departed ſouls attend | | 
« The actions of mankind, | 

** Ah, may 1 be the guardian friend 
«© Of him I leave behind ! 


** Oh, may Ieyer whiſper peace 
6 To dear Alexis? mind, | 
© And may he ſoon his joys increaſe 
+. With one more juſt and kind !” 
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So figh'd Horatio, on a tomb reclin'd, 

Beneath a mould'ring chapel's ivy'd wall : 
' His ruin'd hope o'ergloom'd his fickly mind, 
And bade the head to droop—the tear to fall, 


Horatio, to whoſe lot was not deny*d 
K-en ſenſibility, with alt her woes: 
By many a painful teſt his heart was try'd ; 
| His was the thorn, while others won the roſe, 


Yet why ſhould thorns his honeſt breaſt invade, 
| Since all the charities were fondled there ? 
Why ſhould thy ſeat, benevolence, be made 
The haunt of hapleſs grief, and pining care ? 
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Fill'd with an ample ſoul, that would adorn 

_ Fair independence, he began his day : 

Full many a promiſe ſmiPd upon his morn; _ 
Morn chang d to eve, each promiſe dy'd away, 


He wiſh'd, —nor can you call his wiſhes bold ; 
He hop'd,—for ſure his friends were not a few—- 
He hop d,—for many a flattering tale was told, 
And the ſafe harbour pointed to his view, 


The ſoft deluſion play'd before his ſight 
| Juſt to miſlead ;—for ſoon, alas! he found 
His dawn of joy o'ercaſt with ſudden night, 
His air-built viſion totter'd to the ground, 


RKXXIV, The 


| a 
: ” 
\ WH 
! 
1 


0 
P wy gy z = : wY we 29 = a 
1 =: wr; one EIT. -— eo OVER, 


298 OLD BALLADS. 


XXXIV, 
The JUSTICE: a Cantata, 
By Mr. Penrofe, 


RECITATIVE., 
 FYOMPOSD, the juſtice fat in eaſy ſtate 3 

A croud affembling thunder'd at the gate: 
The porter, to his poſt accuſtom'd long, 

Firſt aſk'd the cauſe, then introduc'd the throng: 
*'Midfi theſe, a fire, enrag'd, two culprits brought, 
Her ſwelling waiſt proclaim'd the damſcl's fault ; - 
The young ſeducer look'd abaſh'd and pale, 
Vhile thus the father urg*d his angry tale ; 


$ 0 N G6, 
See that wretch, baſe ends purſuing, 
Low has brought my child to ſhame—. 
$ce in her my honour's ruin, | 
Death of honour, death of fame ! 
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Well to match her ripening beauty | 
Oft Ive form'd the fondeſt ſchemes 
But this fall, this breach of duty, _. 
Turns my hopes to idle dreams,— 


| Curſe the traitor's late repenting— 
Vengeance, vengeance I demand—- 
War recruits is ever wanting 
Let him die on foreign land, 


REC IT A T I Y E, 


He paus'd—for rage his fault'ring voice OPpreſi—- 
The magiſtrate the trembling youth addreſt, 
Diſpeli'd his terrors with a riſing ſmile— 

And thus the youth began in artleſs ſtile ; 


If the laws I have offended, 
Here for pardon let me ſue ; 
'Twas a crime I ne'er intended, 
Love's the only crime I knew, 


Love I plead, (be this prevailing,) 
Love in early youth begun z— | 

We had never known this failing, 
Had yon tyrant made us one, 


On oar knees we oft.have pray'd him, 
Oft have own'd our mutual flame 3 
Wretched therefore if we've made him, -- 
On himſelf muſt.reſt the blame. | _ 


RECITATIY ZE, 
He ſpoke, and on his partner turn'd his eye, 
Who deep encrimſon'd made this ſhort reply : 


"= 2: boloi#« 
Gracious fir, this faithful youth 
| VVell has ſpoke the voice of truth ; 
Kind diſpenſer of the laws, 
Shew compaſſion to our cauſe— 
Hear me on my bended knee — 
Spare his life, and pity me 


RECITATIV E, 
The judge not long in uſeleſs filence ſate, 
But inflant roſe, and thus announc'd their fate : 


A; bs 
Relentleſs parent, fince to me 
| Ts now referr'd the laſt decree, 
Mark and obſerve my juſt command !— _ 
T doom him not to foreign land, 
But to a ſentence mild and kind — 
Be both at Hymen's altar join'd ; 
And may their paſſion ne*cr decay, 
Till ebbing life ſhall ſink away ! 
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RECITATEYE, 
The lining croud the fair award approv'd ; 
The youth they favour'd, and the maid they lov'd, 
While thanks and praiſes did their tongues employ, 
.They thus in chor us ny Ihe; Joy: 


0'W700 Wig. 7 5 8 
Happy pair, who thus have found 
_ Friendſhip when you fear'd a foe! 
While the year revolves around, 
May your bliſs revolving flow! 


Parents, to your children's pleaſure 
Be your cloſe attention paid ; 

Nor for titles, pomp, or treaſure, 

_ Cut the knot that love has made, 


' And to thee, thou judge of peace, 

Our belt gratitude is due; 

May each couple love like theſe—- 
May each juſtice a&t like you! 


COLIN 
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XXXV, 
COLIN and LUCY, 
By Mr. Robert Lloyd, 


& ARK, hark, 'tis a voice from the tomb! 
Come, Lucy, it cries come away; 
6 The grave of thy Colin has room _ 
& To reſt thee beſide his cold clay. 
&« ] come, my dear ſhepherd, I come, - 
« Ye friends and companions adieu ! 
© 1 haſte to my Colin's dark home, 
« To die on his boſom ſ9 true,” 
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All mournful the midnight bell rung, 
When Lucy, ſad Lucy aroſe ; 
And forth to the green turf fhe ſprung, 
Where Colin's pale aſhes repoſe. 
All wet with the night's chilling dew, 
Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all around, 


© How long, my lov'd Colin,” the cry'd, 
_ « How long muſt thy Lucy complain ? 
« How long ſhall the grave my love hide ? 
« How long ere it join us again ? 
« For thee thy fond ſhepherdeſs liv'd, 
© With thee o er the world would ſhe fly; 
© For thee has ſhe ſorrow'd*and griey'd, 
« For thee wou'd ſhe lie down and die, 


* Alas ! what avails it how dear 
«© Thy Lucy was once to her ſain ! 
« Her face like the lily fo fair, 
© And eyes that gave light to the plain, 
© The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone ; 
© That face and thoſe eyes charm no more ; 
& And Lucy, forgot, and alone, p 
© To death ſhall | ber Colin deplore.” | 
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While thus ſhe lay ſunk in deſpair, 
And mourn'd to the echoes around, 
_ Inflam'd all at onee grew the air, 
And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground, 
 & T hear the kind call, and obey, Ry 

&< Oh, Colin? receive me !” ſhe cried; 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 

She hung on his tomb-ſtone, and died. 


XXXVI. 


HENRY and SOPHY. 


ENRY and fortune now are friends, 
Z 4 _ His many ſorrows all are paſt ; 
Fortune, to make him full amends, 
Gives to his wiſhing arms at laſt 
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The long-lov'd Sophy ; faireſt maid 
That ever caus'd or felt love's \ mart ; ; 

In her moſt richly were diſplay” d - 

The loreliet form and trueſt heart. 


Long had their friends, with ſouls ferere, 
Oppos'd the lovers happy fate; | 

But chang'*d, they ſmiling now appear, * - 

And with them at "the altar wait, 


Deep in the maiden's roſeate bloom 
Gricf's canker-worm had waſteful fed; 
To ſnatch his Sophy from her tomb, 
| Invited, love-lorn Henry ſped, 


The holy prieſt pronounc'd aloud 
| The Gordian wonder-working ſpell , 

While Love and Hymen both avow'd, | 
& Shrin'd in their breaſts, they'd ever dwell.” 


* And art thou mine,” the brilegroom cry'd, 

© With all thy wond'rous truth and charms ?” 
Ohe ſmil'd—ſhe would have ſpoke—ſhe ſigh' ds 
And ſtraight expir'd within his arms,— 


w 


| Too weak to bear joy's ruſhing flow,' 
Her tender frame reſigns her breath 

This moment in love's arms--and now 
Enfolded in the arms of death. 
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In vain, in vain you fly for aid, 

_ Life ſhall no more that form relume ; 
The marriage-bed, ill-fated maid, 
For thee ordain'd, is a cold tomb. 


While floods of tears, and piteous moan, 
A genuine ſorrow teſtify, 

| Silent, poor Henry's ſeen alone, . 
| No tear bedews poor Henry's eye. 


Homeward his Sophy's corpſe he tends, 
Frantic his Sophy he enfolds: 
That friendly night his ſorrow ends, 


One grave the.new-wed lovers holds, — 


We graſp at joys within our reach 

We graſp, and catch a wat'ry bow ; 

| Leſſons like theſe ſhould mankind teach, 
True joy exiſts not here below. 


TE XXXVIIL 
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XXXVII. 
AYLESBURY RACES. 
a Sir Fohn Moore. 


Sir Fohn Moore, who was a_young gentleman of accom 
Pliſhed manners, died Fuly 16, 1780, aged 24, | 


GEORGE, I've been, I'll tell you where, 
But firſt prepare yourſelf for raptures ; 
To paint this charming heavenly fair, ? 
And paint her well, would aſk whole chapters. 


Fine creatures I've view'd many a one, 
With lovely ſhapes, and angel faces, 

But I have feen them all out-done 

By this ſweet maid, at Ayleſbury races. 


Lords, commoners, alike ſhe rules, 

Takes all who view her by ſurpriſe, 
Makes e'en the wiſeſt look like fools, 

Nay more, makes fox-hunters look wiſe, 


þ 


Her ſhape—'tis elegance and eaſe, | 
Unſpoil?d by art, or modern dreſs, 
But genily tapering by degrees, 
And finely, ** beautifully leſs,” 


_ Her foot—it was ſo wonderous ſmall, 

So thin, ſo round, ſo ſlim, ſo neat, . 
The buckle fairly hid it all, 

And ſeem'd to fink it with the weight, 


And juſt above the ſpangled ſhoe, 

Where many an eye did often glance, 
Sweetly retiring from the view, 

And ſeen by ſtealth, and ſeen by chance ; 


Two flender ancles peeping out, 

Stood like love's beralds, to declare 
That all within the petticoat 
Was firm, and full, 4 and round, and fair,” 


And then the dances—better far 

Than heart can think, or tongue can tell; 
Not Heinel, Banti, or Guimar, | 

E'er mov'd ſo graceful, and ſo well, 


So eaſy glide her beauteous limbs, 
True as the echo to the ſound, 
| She ſeems, as through the dance ſhe ſkims, 


'To tread on air, and ſcorn the ground, 
> 
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And there is lightning in her eye, 
One glance alone might well inſpire 
The clay-cold breaſt of apathy, 
Or bid the frozen heert catch fire, 


| And zephyr on her lovely lips 
Has ſpread his choiceſt, ſweeteſt roſes, 
And there his heavenly neQaar ſips, 
| And there in breathing ſweets repoſes, 


And there's ſuch muſic when ſhe ſpeaks, 
You may believe me when I tell ye, 
Pd rather hear her, than the ſqueaks 
Or far-fam'd ſqualls of Gabrielli, 


| And ſparkling wit, and fteady ſenſe, 
In that fair form with beauty vie, 
| But ting'd with virgin diffidence, 
 Andthe ſoft bluſh of moleſty, 


Had I the treaſures of the world, 
_ All the ſun views, or the ſeas borrow, 
(Elſe may I to the devil be hurPd) 

I'd lay them at her feet to-morrow, 


But as we bards reap only bays, 

Nor much of that, though nought grows on iy, 
I'll beat my brains to ſound her praiſe, 

And hammer them into a ſounet, 
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And if ſhe deign one charming ſmile, 
The bleſt reward of all my labours, 
I'll never grudge my pains, or toil, - 
| But pity the dull *{quires my neighbours, 


XXXVIII. 


The DEB TOR. 


' By Sir Fohn Moore. 


H i LDREN of affluence, hear a poor man's 
pray'r! U J 
\ O haſte, and free me from this dungeon's gloom ; ; 
Let not the hand of comfortleſs deſpair 
Sink my grey hairs with ſorrow to the tomb ! I 


Unus'd compaſſion's tribute to Sona, 
With clamorous din wake charity's dull ear, 
Wring the ſlow aid from pity's loitering hand, 
Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the ready tear, 


Far different thoughts employ'd my early hours, 
. To views of bliſs, to ſcenes of affluence born ; 
The hand of pleaſure firewed my path with flow' rs, 
And every bleſſing haill'd my FO morn. 


But 
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| But ah, how quick the change ! the morning gleam, 
That cheer*d my fancy with her magic ray, 
Fled like the gairiſh pageant of a dream, 

And ſorrow clos'd the evening of my day. 


Such is the lot of human bliſs below ; 

Fond hope awhile the trembling flow'ret rears; 
Till unforeteen deſcends ihe blight of woe, 

And withers in an hour the pride of years. 


In evil hour, to ſpectous wiles a prey, 

I truſted ;—(who from faults is always free ?) 
And the ſhort progreſs of one fatal day p 
 Wasall the ſpace *twixt wealth and poverty, 


Where could I ſeek for comtort or for aid ? 
, To whom the ruins of my ſtate commend ? 
Left to myſelf, abandon'd and betray*d, 
Too late i found the wretched have no friend ! 


Fen he, amid the reſt, the favour'd youth, 
Whoſe vows had met the tendereſt warm return, 
Forgot his oaths of conſiancy and truth, | 
And left my child in folitude to mourn, 


Pity in vain ſtretch'd forth her feeble hand 
To guard the ſacred wreaths by Hymen wove ; 
While pale-eyed avarice, from his ſordid ſtand, 
Scowled o'er the ruins of neglected love, 
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Though deeply hurt, yet, (wayed by decent pride, 

| She huſh'd her ſorrows with becoming art, 
And faiotly ſtrove with ſickly ſmiles to hide 

"0 LN canker-worm that prey'd upon her heart, 


Nor blam'd his crueliy—nor wiſh'd to hate 

Whom once ſhe loy'd—bur pitied, and forgave : 
Then unrepining yielded to her fate, | 
And ſunk in ſilent anguiſh to the grave, 


Children of affluence, hear a poor man's prayer ! 

O haſte, and free me from this dungeon's gloom ; 
Let not the hand of comfortleſs deſpair | 
| Sink wy grey hairs with ſorrow to the tomb, 


XXXIX, 
The EXPOSTULATION, to Delia, 
By Lord G, 


OR ever, O ! mercileſs fair, 

Will that cruel indifference endure? 
Cin thole eyes look me into deſpair, 

And that heart be unwilling to cure, 
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If I love, will you doom me to die, 
Or, if 1 adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny 
To the wretch which your beauty has made? 


How oft what I felt to diſguiſe 
Has my reaſon imperiouſly ſtrove, 
Till my ſoul almoſt fell from wy eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love! 


Till render*d unable to flow, 

By the torture's exceſs which 1 bore, 
That nature ſunk under the woe, 

Or only recover'd to more. 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madneſs be drove 

Bur, O! do not tell me you bate, 
If you even-reſolve not to love. 


XL: 
The R EFF LY. 
By Lady Mary S. 
()* Ceaſe to mourn, unhappy youth, 
Or think this boſom hard: 


My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward, 


Th' ex- 
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TH' exceſs of unabating woe 
This tortur'd breaſt endures, 
Too well, alas! muſt make me know. | © 
| The pain that dwells in yours. 


Condemn'd like you to weep in vain, 
I ſeek the darkeſt grove, 

And fondly bear the ſharpeſt pain 

Of never-hoping love, 


My waſted day, in endleſs ſighs, 
No ſound of comfort hears, | 
And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


Tf fleep ſhould lend her friendly aid, 
In fancy I complain, | 
And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched maid, 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd ſwain; 


Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, O ceaſe, 
Or blame the fates alone ; 

For how can I reſtore your peace, 
Who quite have loſt my own? 


__— 
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XLI. 
THOMAS and SAL L'Y. 
By Dr. Yohn Hoadly, 


Youngeſt Son of Dr, Hoadly, Biſhop of Winchefter. He 
died March 16, 1776, and with him the name of Hoadly. 
became extindt. | 
| See Biographia Dramatica, 2d vol. 
__ 8$vo edit. 1783, | 
; OE IM 
AIR Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman, 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam, 
Young Thomas loy*'d no other woman, 
But left his heart with her at home ; 
She view'd the ſea from off the hill, 
And, as ſhe turn*d her ſpinning-wheel, 
Sung of her boany ſailor, | 
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The wind grew loud, and ſhe grew paler 

To fee the weathercock turn round, 

'When, lo! ſhe ſpied her bonny ſailor 
Come fioging o'er the fallow ground ; 

With nimble haſte he leap'd the ſtile, 

Fair Sally met him with a ſmile, 

_ And hugg'd her bonny ſailor. 


Faſt round the waiſt he took his Sally, 
Burt firſt around his mouth wip'd he: 

Like home bred ſpark he could not dally, 
Burt preſs'd and kifs'd her with a glee; 

© Through winds and waves and daſhing rain, 

Said he, thy Tom's return again 
To bring a heart for Sally.” 


* Welcome! cry'd ſhe, my conſtant Thomas, 
Though out of fight, ne*%er out of mind ; 
Though ſeas our hearts have parted from us, 
Yet fill my thoughts were left behind : 
| $o much my thoughts took 1 omimny's part, 

_ That time nor abſence from my heart 
Could drive my conſtant Thomas.” 
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« This knife, the gift of lovely Sally, 
Which till I've kept for her dear ſake, 
A thouſand times in amorous folly 
Her name has carv'd upon the deck : 
Again this happy pledge returns, 
To ſhew how truly Thomas burns, 
How truly burns for Sally.” 


© This thimble, thou didſt give to Sally, 
Whene'er I fee I think on you; 

Then why ſhould Tom ftand ſhilly-ſhally, 
When yonder fleeple's in view 2? 

Tom, never to occaſion blind, 

Now took her in the coming mind, 
And went to church with Sally, 
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XLII. 


The TRIUMPH of CERES; 
OR THE 


HARVEST-HOME, 


HAT chearful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
/ Andecho o'er the lawn! 
Behold ! the loaded car appears, 

In joyfu! triumph draynz;  _ 
The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial band, 

Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruftic inſtcuments in hand, 
; Proclaim the harveſt-home, _ 


The 
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The golden ſheaves, pild up on high, 
Within the barn are ſtor'd ; 


E | The careful hind, with ſecret joy 


Exulting, views his hoard, 
His labours paſt, he counts his oains ; ; 
And, freed from anxious care, TY” 
His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt firaing 
His rural plenty ſhare, 


In dance and ſong the night 1s ſpent; 
All ply the ſpicy bowl : 

And jeſts and harmleſs merriment 

- Expand the artleſs ſoul. 

Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 

Who till reap'd-by his ſide ; 

And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 

To take her for his bride. 


For joys like theſe, PETR circling years, 
Their toilſome taſk they tend: 

The hind ſucceffive labours bears, 
In proſpe&t of the end; 

In ſpring, or winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures or tills the ſoil; 

In ſummer various cares ſucceed 
But harveſt crowns his toil, 
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XLII. 


A PERSIAN SONG of HAFIZ, 


By Sir William Tones. 


OWEET maid, if thou would'ſt charm my fight, 
And bid theſe arms thy neck infold ; 

That roſy cheek, that lily hand, _ 

| Would give thy poet more delight 

Than all Bocara's vaunted gold, 

Than all the gems of Samarcand. 


Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow, 
And bid thy: penſive heart be glad, 
Whate'er the frowning zealots ſay ; 
'Tell them, their Eden cannot ſhow 
A fiream ſo clear as Rocnabad, 

A bower ſo ſweet as Moſellay. 


% 
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0! when theſe fair perfidious maids, 
Whoſe eyes our ſecret haunts infeſt, 
Their dear deſtruQtive charms diſplay ; 
Each glance my tender breaſt invades, 
And robs my wounded ſoul of reſt, 

As Tartars ſeize their deſtin'd prey. 


Tn vain with love our boſoms glow ; 

Call all our tears, can all our fighs, 

New luſtre to thoſe charms impart? 

Can cheeks, where living roſes blow, 

Where nature ſpreads her richeſt dyes, = SS 
Require the barrow gloſs of art ? | 


Speak not of fate :—ah ! change the theme, 
And talk of odours, talk of wine, 

Talk of the flowers that round us bloom ; ; 
'Tis all a cloud, 'is all a dream ; | 

To love and joy thy thoughts confine, 

Nor hope to pierce the ſacred gloom, 


Beauty has ſuch reſiſtleſs power, 
That even the chaſte Egyptian dame 
Sigh'd for the blooming Hebrew boy 3 
For her how fatal was the hour, 

When to the banks of Nilus came 

A youth ſo lovely and fo coy ! 
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But ah ! ſweet maid, 'my counſel hear 
(Youth ſhould attehd when thoſe adviſe | 
Whom long experience renders ſage) : 
While muſic charms the raviſh'd ear ; ; ; 
While ſparkling Cups. « delight our eyes, 

_ Begay; _ ſcorn the frowns of age. 


What cruel anſwer hare I heard ! ! 
And yet, by heaven, I love thee ill: 
Can aught be cruel from thy lip? 

| Yet ſay, how fell thar bitter word | 
From lips which ſtreams of fweetheſs fill, 
Which nought but drops of honey ſip? 


Go boldly forth, my fimple lay, 
Whoſe accents flow with artleſs eaſe, 
_ Like orient pearls at random ſtrung : 
Thy notes are ſweet, the damſels ſay ; 
| But O! far ſweeter, if they pleaſe 


The pym ph for whom theſe notes are e ſung. 
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SURREY TRIUMPHANT; 

or, The Kentiſhmen's Defeat, A new, Ballad ; being 
| a Pargdy,on Chevy Chace *. 

By F. Duncombe, MM. 4. 1773+ 


* ou — — - Viciſti, et vitum tendere nmmos 
© Cantiaci videre —= Vis. .AEN, gil xarlat- 


* And ſwift flew. the cricket-hall over the lawn.” , Axon, 


OD proſper long our barveſt-work J 4 
Our rakes and hay-carts all! 
An ill-tim'd cricket-match there did 
At Biſhopſbourn befall, 3X 


® © The —— modern critics, ” ſays Mr. Addiſon, (8peQatot, 
No, 70,) ** have laid it down as a rule, that an heroic poem ſhould 
© be founded upon ſome important precept of morality, adapted to 
« the conſtitution of the country in which the poet writes ;” and | 
then proceeds to ſhew that the plans of. the Iliad, the.ZEneid, and 
Chevy Chace, are ** all formed in this view.” . In humble imitation 
of thoſe great maſters, the author of the following parody begs leave 
to obſerve, that he has a farther view than merely tracing the out- 
line of a moſt b2autiful original, and indulging an innocent plea- 
ſantry, which has tri& truth for its foundation ; it being his in- 
tention to convey, at the ſame time, a moral precept of no ſmall 
importance to his country neighbours, which the reader may.colle&t 
from ſeveral of the ſtanzas,—All the. words printed in Italics are 


taken from Chevy Chace. | 
| Y 2 | To 


\ 
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To bat and bowl with might and main, 
"Two nobles ook their way ; "IEP 
The hay may rue, that is unhous'd, 

The batting TIE: 5. 


The ative Earl of Tankerville 
An even bet did make, 
That in Bourn-paddock he would cauſe 
Kent's chiefeft hands to quake ; | 


To ſee the birds cricketers 
- Out-bat them and out-bowl. 
_ To Dorſet's duke the tidings came, 
All :z the park of Knowle: 


Who fent his Lordſhip preſent word, 
He would prevent his ſport. 
ES The Surrey earl, not fearing this, 
Did to Eaſt-Kent reſort; 


_ With ten more maſters of the bat, 
All choſen men of might ; 

Who Fnew full well, in time of need, 
To aim or ng aright. ENDS. 


. [From Marſh and Weald, their Pay-fot left, '2 
_ To Bourn the ruſtics hied, | 
; From Romney, Cranbrook, Tenterden, 
And Darent's verdant fide ; 
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Gentle and ſimple, '{quires and clerks, 
With many a lady fair ; | 

Fam'd Thanet *, Fowell's bounteous bride, 
And graceful EI were re there, ] OO. 


The Surrey ſportſmen choſe the ground, 
The ball did fifty fly ; 

On Monday they began to play, 
Before the graſs was dry ; | 


And long ere ſupper-time they did 
Near fourſcore notches gain ; 

Then having ſlept, they, i in their turn, 
Stopp'd, . and bowl d Amain. 


The fieldmen, fation'd on the lawn, 

Well able to endure, 

Their loins with ſnow-white fattin veſts 
That day had guarded ſure. 


Full faſt the Kentiſh wickets fell; 
While Higham houſe and mill, 

And Barham's upland doin, 4vith ſhouts 
Did make an echo ſhrill, | 


Sir Horace + from the dinner went, 

To view the tender ground ; 
2uoth he, © This laſt untoward ſhower | 
_ « Our ſtumps has almoſt drown'd : 


* Two amiable peereſſes, now no more } 
t Mann, knight, 
Y4 
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oe” "<6 If that I thought ?Svould =o dy, 


"22060 EP onger” world 7 play.” 
, BFutb that, a ſhrewd | young gentleman | 
' hus to the eight did jay : 


ce To; : youder doth the ac; appear, 
__ * And ſocn will ſhine forth bright, 
< The level lawn, and flippery ground, 
on ra drying : 11-0ur ft 3 - 


; 66 Not bating the fake ; 
c& Faſt by yor Pleajant mead, ” 


* Then ceaſe diſputing,” Lumpey ſaid; Ky 


"0 And take your bats with ſpeed: _ 


_ And now with me, my countrymen, 
_ & Let all your ſkill be ſhewn ; 
«& For never was there bowler =. 

* [in Kent or Surrey known, 


CL That ever did a bale difloage, 
«« Since firſt I play'd a match, 
« But 1 durft wager, hand for band: | 
* With him to bowl or catch. we FEY 


Tony? Dorſet, like a kevin bold, 
_ His jetty bair undreſt, 

Ran foremoſt of the company, 
Clad in @ milk-white veſt ; 


6 Sew 
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« Fheav me,” he ſaid, one ſpot that” $ dry, 
« Where we can ſafely tun; 

i Or elſe, with my confent, we M wait 
" To-morrow's ring ſun.” FELL . 


The man that firſt did anfuer make 
Was noble Tankerville; 
Who faid, ** To play, I do declare, 
« There only wants the will : 
«© Move but the ſtumps, a ſpot Pl! find 
« As dry as Farley's * board,” _ 
& Our records,” quoth the knight, 6 for this 
«© No precedent afford. 3 | 


« Fre thus I will out-braved be, 
© All hazards Pll defy: | 
& I know thee well, an carl thou art, 
« And /o not yet am 1, T 


« But truſt me, Charles, 7t pity were, : 
&*& And great offence, to kill 

** With colds or ſprains theſe barn meny 
« For they have done no 0 ill. 


oy Lee us a ſingle wicket play, 
** And ſet our men afide.”? 

5+ Run out be he,” reply'd the earl, 
** By whom this is deny 7 Ay | 


* The maſter of the ordinary, 
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Then ſteht a gallant Aquire farthy.. DD THIOL 


" Bartholomew was his name, 


Who ſaid, ** 1 would not hav iold 
" On Clandon- down for ſhame, 


"08 T7 bat Tankerville ger play d. alone, - 
* And TI ſtood looking on : ; 

« You area knight, lir, you an earl, 
c& And Ta vicar' > fon : 


-* FT to the beſt, that de Andy od « 
«© While I have power to ftand.; CA 

« While have power to wield my bat, 
« PII play with heart and hand.” | 


The Surrey bowlers bent their backs, 
Their airs avere good and true, - 

And every ball that*ſcap'd the bat, 
A wicket overthrew. 


To drive the ball NT” the booths, 

_ Duke Dorſet had the bent; t / 
Woods, mov'd at length with mickle —_ 
= © ſtumps to ſpivvers ſent. 


They ran fall faſt on every fide, : 

| No flackneſs there was found ; | 
And many a ball that mounted high, 
| Ne'er lighted oz the ground. 


In truth, :t vas a grief to ſee, 

| And likewiſe for to hear, © © 

The cries of odds that offer'd were, 
| And ſlighted every where, | PUREE 


At laſt, Sir Horace- took the Held, | 

_ A batter of great might ; ans 
Mov'd like @ lion, he awhile | 
Pur Ty in a fright; wo, 


He Fwridg; till both his arms _ wy 
His bat of ſeaſon'd wood, 

Till down his azure ſleeves the jar | 

Ran trickling like a flood, . 


© Hedge now thy bets,” /aid Tankerville, | 


«6 Pl] then report of thee, © 
© 'That thou art the moſt prudent bright 
« That ever '1 did ſee.” 


Then to the earl the knight reply'd, 

_ Tty counſel 7 do ſcorn; © 

© 7 with no Surrey-man vill hedge, 
* That ever yet was born.” 


With be there came a-ball mo/? TIP 
Out of a Surrey hand, 

He /truck it full, it mounted high, 
But, ah! n&er reach'd the land. 
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| Sir Horace /poke no words but theſes > 


« Play on, my merry men all;,” __ 
& For <vby, my innings. at angads, 
«© 'The carl has caught zy,ball.” . PO 0908419 31 


Then by the hand tis lordſhip. ook; + .- 
This hero of the match, | _. 

And ſaid, ** Sir Horace, for thy bets. 
® Would 7 had miſs'd my catch. 


* In ſootb, my very heart doth Weed | 
« With forrow for thy fake 5 TY AT, 
«6 For ſure a more gogd-temper ed lajght 
4 A match did newer make, 


 A'{quire of weſtera, Kent there vas, 
Wis ſaw his friend out-caught, _ 
And ſtraight did voy revenge 01 on him = 

Who this miſchance had wrought :. 


A templar he, awho, in his turn, 
Soon as the earl did itrike, | 
Ran ſ\wiftly from his {topping-place, | 
And gave him like for like. 


Full ſharp and rapid was'the ball, | 
| Yet without dread or fear, 


He caught it at arm's: length, and 8raight 
Return'd 1 it 1a the air; 


"ith 
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. Wi th ſuch a vehement force: and might, 
It ſtruck his callous hand, | 
"The ſound re-echo'd round the ring, 

Through every booth and/ſtand, 


$0 thus were both theſe heroes: caught, 
Whoſe ſpirit none could doubt. 

_ A Surrey "{quire, who ſaw, with grief, 
The Earl fo quickly out, 


Soon as the templar, with his bat, 
Made of @ truſty: trees. 5b cm nfl ne yon 

Gave ſuch a ſiroke,- as, had-it *ſcap'd, 
Had ſurely gain*d mal g-* 


Againſt this well-intended ball. 
His hand þ rightly beld, 58 
That, ere the foe could ground his bat, ... 
as ardour Lewis quell'd. 


This game did laſt from Monday morn 

_ Till Wedneiday afternoon, 

For when bell Harry * rung 0 prayers, 
The batting _ Was oc: 


With good Sir aniad there was beat 
Huffey of Aſhford town, 

Davis, for ſtops and catches fam'd, 
A worthy canon*s ſon ; 


* At Canterbury cathedral, 
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And with the Mays both Tom and —— 

Two hands of good account, © | 
Simmons was beat, and Miller too, +44 1 
| TIRE bowling did /urmounts' 1 
' * Fir Wood of Shalb Wil wp I =y 

fs one in doleful dumps, Li IALNS 
For if he e'er ſhould play again, 
It muſt be oz was BA Cf DAB urn 3gs FO. 


_- 


« 25 AIEWT» L. © OFEFO FOOTE 1 1. A {23 


* One of this poor man's legs-was bound up, and 'tis feared muſt 


undergo an amputation,” Asthe'ftanza here parodied has been, in- 
 _ Judiciouſly ſubſtituted in the later ,copies of Chevy-Chace, printed | 


in 1524, the ſenſe at the ſame time being ſo burleſqued that the 


SpeRator dared not quote it, the. original ſtanza, in which that ab-, | 


ſurdity is avoided, is here added from the « Old Ballad' of Otter- 
* burn,” printed in the reign or p_ vt. 'eogethir WOny a pcarag 4 
that the reader may take his 'chioite ; prin | 


ORIGIN A Ls 


& For Witherington my heart was woe, . 
« That ever he ſlain ſhould be ; "k 

&* For when both his legs were hewn in two, 
«& Yet he kneel'd, ahd fought on [his knee,” I CES 

a > als 6 I bl CANE 4t 

| « For bare-footed Wood my heart, Was Wes, 

| «« That his leg bound up ſpould be, 

& For if both bis legs ſhould be cut off, 
& He would kneel and catch 9 on bis ws.” W, 


a 
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And with the earl the conq'ring bat 
Bartholomew did wield, 
And ſlender Lewis, who, though lick, | 
Would zever leave mn field. _ 


White, Yalding, Woods, and "REO too, 
As Lumpey better known, _ 

| Palmer for batting well efteem'd, 

Childs, Francis, and 'iquire Stone. _ 


Of byes and overthrows but three 
The Kentiſh heroes gain'd,. ; | 

And Surrey vicor, en the ſcore, 
Twice tag ds Reman. 


Of near "TEM hundred notches made 
By Surrey, eight were byes; _ 
The reſt <vere balls, which, boldly ſtruck, 

Re-echo'd to the ſkies, 


Their huſbands! woful caſe that night 
Did many wives bewail, 

Their labour, time, and money loſt, 
But all awould not prevail. - 


_ Their ſun-burnt chenki though 5ath'd in ſweat, 
They ki/#d, and waſh'd them clean, 
And to that fatal paddock begg 'd 
They neer would go again, 
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To Sevenoak town this Ws rea, 
Where Dorſet has his ſeat, © 

That, on the Nalebourn 's banks, his grace 
Had met with a defeat. | 


& O heavy: news !”” the retor /aid, 
«© 'The Vine can witneſs be, * 

& We have not any cricketer 

**© Of ach ovens he.” 


Like tidings, in a ſhorter ſpace, 

| To Barham's reor came, 

| That in Bourn-paddock knightly Mann 
_ Had fairly loſt the game. 


«© Now reſt his bat,” the door /aid, 
& Sith "twill no better be, | | 

& 7 truſt we have in Biſhopſbourn, * 
6 Five hands as good as be, 


© Yet Surrey-men /ball never ſay, 
«© But Kent return vill make, 
* 4rd catch or bowl them ovt at length, 
& For her licutenants's ſake.” 


T his vow full well did Kent perform, 
After, on Sevenoak Vine; 

With ſix not in, the game was won, 
Thovgh White got fifty-nine : 
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' For Miller, Wood, and Dorſet then 

. Diſplay'd their wonted ſkill: 

Thus ended the fara'd match of Bourn, 
Won &y ear! Tankerville. 


God ſave the king, and Bliſs the Tand 
Wi th plenty aud increaſe; 

| Ard grant henceforth, that idle games 
In harveſt. time E may ceaſe ! 
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